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Kit  Carson  On  a  Mysterious  Trail 

Or,  BRANDED  A  RENEGADE 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. — An  Introductory  Scrimmage 


The  day  was  a  dark  and  lowering,  one;  heavy 
cloud  banks  hung  in  the  zenith,  and  a  dull  rum¬ 
bling  in  the  distance,  with  occasional  sharp,  jag¬ 
ged  lightning  streaks  athwart  the  horizon  was 
indication  of  an  approaching  storm. 

The  scene  was  a  wide  plain  ending  at  the 
base  of  a  mighty  range  or  mountains,  a  chain 
of  the  Rockies  in  southwestern  Colorado. 


A  man  bestriding  a  magnificent  specimen  of 
. jjv-v. ohor oug hb red  horse  was  riding  at  a  gentle 
ou-  nd  with  his  gaze  fixed  on  the  ground. 

xitere  was  an  anxious  light  in  his  clear,  gray 
eyes,  and  his  broad  brow  was  deeply  knit.  The 
soughing  breeze  played  havoc  with  the  long  black 
beard  which  hung  low  upondiis  breast,  and  tossed 
wildly  the  wealth  of  hair  which  trailed  over 
his  shoulders.  His  dress  was  of  buckskin,  and  he 
was  armed  with  rifle,  knife  and  revolvers.  To 
the  casual  observer  he  was  the  type  of  plains¬ 
man,  or  trapper,  not  out  of  the  ordinary.  But  a 
close  student  would  have  observed  that  he  wTas 
more  than  an  ordinary  man.  There  was  a  com¬ 
manding  air,  a  princely  bearing  not  often  seen. 

He  was  stooping  over  the  pommel  of  his  sad¬ 
dle  and  scanning  the  ground  intently.  He  was 
engaged  in  reality  in  following  a  trail.  And  the 
trail  wras  both  broad  and  plain  and  not  hard 
to  follow.  It  was  a  wheel  mark  and  horses’  hoof- 
flrints  in  the  soft-yielding  soil.  Some  travel¬ 
ing  immigrant  writh  his  prairie  schooner  had  ven- 
tuied  into  this  unopened  region,  seeking  a  claim. 
This  it  was  which  caused  the  rider  such  anxiety. 

“Naow  it’s  pooty  hard  to  tell  how  things  will 
turn  out,”  the  trapper  muttered,  casting  an  ap- 
'  pr^hensive  glance  into  the  dark  pass  in  the  hills, 
“but  I’d  bet  my  beaver  skins  that,  as  sure  as 
my  name  is  Kit  Carson,  the  scalps  of  that  hull 
party  will  hang  in  Red  Bear’s  teepee  before  three 
hours.  Humph!  Sich  greenhorns  hain’t  no  biz- 
ness  in  these  parts.” 

Kit  Carson,  the  world-renowned  trapper  and  In¬ 
dian  fighter,  for  the  rider  was  no  other,  straight¬ 
ened  himself  in  his  saddle  and  giving  his  noble 


hor^e  free  rein  galloped  into  the  pass. 

Suddenly  the  sagacious  horse  of  the  trapper 

ind  began  to  act  strangely. 


pricked  up  its  eai.. - — „ —  --  — - < 

“What’s  the  matter  with  ye,  Midnight?”  cned 
Kit  Carson,  sharply.  “Do  ye  scent  somethin’? 
By  thunder,  what  8  that/” 

An  ominous  sound  came  from  a  distance  up 
an  a  strange,  wild  series  of  blood- 


the  d aw.  It  was  a  s 
rdiing  yells. 

M I  thought  so!”  m 


uttered  Kit  Carson,  grimly. 


“Now,  Midnight,  you  and  me  has  got  some  sharp 
work  before  us.” 

The  trapper  unslung  his  long  rifle  and  loosened 
his  hunting-knife  in  its  sheath.  The  distant  yells 
became  plainer.  They  were  very  comprehensive 
to  him,  and  he  sped  on  at  a  swifter  gait.  Now 
the  distant  crack  of  rifles  was  heard.  The  din 
and  uproar  of  conflict  became  every  moment 
plainer.  It  was  a  clever  ambush  into  which  the 
settler  and  his  wagon  had  been  lured.  The  open 
space  was  several  acres  in  extent,  and  unbroken, 
offering;  no  means  of  hiding  or  defense  for  the 
attacked  party.  Four  white  men  holding  half  a 
hundred  bloodthirsty  Apaches  at  bay.  They  were 
loading  and  firing  as  rapidly  as  possible  from  be¬ 
hind  their  wagon,  but  the  savages  were  in  hiding 
in  the  cover  of  bowlders  on  the  mountainside, 
and  had  the  advantage  not  only  of  numbers  but 
of  position. 

Kit  Carson  took  in  the  scene  at  a  glance,  lie 
saw  that  only  one  of  the  men  was  an  American. 
The  others  were  of  Spanish  blood,  Mexican  va- 
queros,  and  at  best  arrant  cowards.  What  thrilled 
Kit  more  than  aught  else  was  the  fact  that 
the  wagon  held  a  v/oman.  She  was  kneeling*be- 
neath  the  canvas  with  hands  raised  to  Heaven 
in  prayer.  Kit  slipped  from  Midnight’s 
He  was  unwilling  that  the  faithful  horse 
incur  the  risk  of  being  shot  down.  He 
the  animal  loose  and  said: 

“Stay  around  here,  old  horse,  until  I  come 
back.  Don’t  ye  let  the  Apaches  get  ye.” 

The  faithful  animal  whinnied  softly  and  Kit, 
with  his  rifle  in  hand,  began  to  make  a  detour  of 
the  mountainside.  He  was  soon  a  few  hundred 
feet  above  the  Apaches.  He  could  see  them 
crouched  behind  the  bowlders  and  the  opportu¬ 
nity  was  too  £ood  a  one  to  lose.  He  instantly 
unslung  his  rifle,  and,  taking  aim,  fired.  One 
of  the  savages  leaped  up  with  a  wild  yell  and 
fell  dead.  The  effect  upon  the  Apaches  was  sur¬ 
prising  to  be  thus  attacked  in  the  reaf.  Kit  fired 
just  as  rapicHy  as  he  could  load  and  aim,  and 
every  shot  counted.  Those  defending  the  wagon 
how  renewed  the  battle,  firing  rapidly.  But  Red 
Bear  was  not  the  sort  of  a  chief  to  continue  this 
kind  of  warfare  for  long.  It  could  only  end  in 
defeat  for  his  crew,  unless  the  wagon  was  car¬ 
ried  or  the  destructive  foe  on  the  heights  above 
was  dislodged.  The  Apaches  were  dropping  one 
by  one.  Red  Bear  could  stand  this  no  longer  and 
suddenly  his  tactics  were  changed.  The  Apaches 
appeared  in  a  body  in  the  open,  and  with  hide¬ 
ous  yells  started  to  surround  and  rush  down  on 
the  wagon.  The  result  could  have  been  nothing 
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short  of  death  for  the  brave  defenders,  but  at 
that  moment  Kit  heard  a  loud  cry  from  above  his 
position.  Looking  up,  he  saw  a  score  of  hardy 
Westerners  coming  down  the  mountain  on  the 
run. 


They  were  red-shirted  miners,  and  he  knew 
that  they  came  from  a  claim  not  two  miles  dis¬ 
tent.  They  had  chanced  to  be  on  a  prospecting 
tour,  and,  hearing  the  firing,  came  up  just  in 
time.  Every  man  was  armed,  and  they  made  a 
formidable  array.  Down  they  came  on  the  full 
run.  They  shouted  words  of  recognition  to  Kit 
Carson,  who  arose  and  led  the  way  for  thorn. 

Now  they  were  within  easy  reach,  and  opened 
fire  upon  the  Apaches.  A  rattling  volley  killed 
six  of  the  red  fiends.  This  was  too  much  for 
Red  Bear’s  gang.  Seeing  that  they  had  now  to 
compete  with  foemen  worthy  of  their  steel,  they 
broke  ranks  and  beat  a  cowardly  retreat. 

The  miners,  with  wild  cheers,  pursued  their 
red  foe  into  the  fastnesses  of  the  hills.  But  Kit 
Carson  and  the  two  leading  spirits  of  the  min¬ 
ing  party  stayed  behind.  One  of  these  was  a 
typical  Westerner,  with  cowhide  boots,  red  shirt, 
broad-brimmed  hat,  and  long  hair  and  beard.  He 
was  known  only  by  the  sobriquet  of  Hurricane 
Bill.  He  gripped  hands  with  Kit  Carson,  and 
cried,  cheerily: 

“Dod  gast  my  old  scalp  if  I  ain’t  glad  to  see 
ve,  Kit.  I’m  a  rip-roarin',  tearing  ruction,  I  am, 
If  it  ain’t  good  fer  sore  eyes  to  look  at  ye!  Gi’ 
us  yer  flipper.”  % 

“I  reckon  I’m  glad  to  see  you,  too,  Hurricane,” 
declared  Kit.  “Ye  jest  cum  over  in  time,  didn’t 
ye?” 

“Blast  my  old  scalp-lock,  they’d  never  hev 
tried  to  git  here  if  I  hadn’t  literally  forced  'em 
to  cum  at  the  pistol’s  muzzle.  Eh,  Elbert  Mayo?” 

The  young  man,  who  was  dressed  in  a  semi- 
civilized  fashion,  and  who  looked  a  youth  from 
college,  nodded  his  head. 


“You  are  right,  Hurricane, 
wisdom  of  your  proposition.” 


It  has  proved  the 


Ki>  with  long;  strides,  approached  the  wagon 
wilfl  its  bullet-riddled  body  and  canvas.  Elbert 
Mayo  and  Hurricane  followed  him.  Two  of  the. 
Mexicans  lay  dead  upon  the  ground.  The  third 
was  binding  a  wound  upon  his  arm,  and  the  one 
Yankee  of  the  party  stood  by  the  rear  of  the 
wagon  with  an  expression  of  deadly  pain  and 
P'ief  upon  his  face.  It  needed  but  a  glance  for 
Kit  Carson  as  well  as  his  companions  to  see  the 
reason  for  this.  The  woman  who  had  been  kneel¬ 
ing  in  the  body  of  the  wagon  in  prayer  now  lay 
limply  against  its  side.  There  was  blood  upon 
tier  face,  which  was  one  of  rare  beauty,  despite 
the  fact  that  she  was  a  woman  of  mature  years. 

Kit  Carson  stopped  and  uncovered  his  head. 
The  settler,  an  open-faced,  honest  looking  man, 
who  bore  marks  of  having  once  been  familiar 
with  the  life  of  the  gentleman,  looked  up  and 
mid  brokenly  in  welcome: 


“Friends,  I  welcome  you!” 

“Sir,”  said  Kit  Carson,  in  a  sympathetic  man¬ 
ner,  “we  offer  ye  sympathy.  The  blow  is  a  hard 
>ne  fer  ye  no  doubt.” 

“A  hard  one!”  cried  the  settler  in  anguish. 
"God  alone  knows  how  hard.  She  was  all  I  had 
to  live  for  and  now  I  lost  her.  She  is  dead.” 


CHAPTER  II.— In  Quest  of  Revenge 

It  was  a  sad  scene,  the  settler  mourning  for 
the  loss  of  his  wife.  The  rough  Westerners  of¬ 
fered  what  sympathy  they  could,  and  assisted 
him  to  dig  a  grave  at  the  foot  of  a  tall  pine 
to  which  the  dead  woman  was  consigned. 

Then,  when  the  burial  was  over,  the  settler 
staggered  back  to  the  wagon.  Both  horses  lay 
dead,  but  Kit  Carson  said: 

“Have  no  fears,  sir,  I  will  help  ye  to  reach 
Black  Gulch,  the  nearest  mining  town,  an’  ye  can 
get  a  stage  from  there,  if  ye’d  like,  to  any  other 
point.” 

Kit  turned  and  whistled,  and  the  next  moment 
Midnight  came  galloping  out  of  the  pass  and 
came  up  to  his  master’s  side. 

The  settler  partly  conquered  his  emotion  and 
said : 

“I  hardly  ’know  what  plans  to  make  now.  My 
life  is  broken.  I  can  only  thank  you  for  your 
kindness.  My  name  is  Albeit  Kershaw  and  I  hail 
from  St.  Louis.” 

“And  mine  is  Kit  Carson.” 

“And  mine  is  Elbert  Mayo.” 

Hurricane  Bill,  at  your  service,  stranger.  I’m 
a  regular  old  rumpus  an'  rip-roarin’  thunderbolt, 
rf  I  don’t  feel  sorry  for  ye.  But  cheer  up,  mate. 
Cum  over  to  Black  Gulch  an’  start  life  new! 
again.  Shoot  me  fer  a  caterwauling  catamC 
it  I  don’t  speak  a  good  -word  for  ye  with  the 
boys.” 

It  was  decided  that  the  settler  and  Kit  Carson 
should  ride  down  to  Black  Gulch  on  Midnight. 
Thu  miners  were  to  return  to  their  prospecting 
tour.  Nothing  could  be  done  with  the  wagon  at 
piesent,  but  on  looking  into  it  Kit  was  surprised 
to  see  that  it  contained  nothing  like  the  usual 
complement  of  goods  carried  by  settlers. 

“  Te’ll  leave  nothing  here  of  value,  friend  ” 
cr.ed  the  scout.  “Yer  goods  must  be  2g 
along  behind  sbmewhar.” 

^Albert  Kershaw  gave  a  start. 

“Oh,  you  mistake,”  he  said,  quietly.  “I  did  noT 

S^GulchT011  t0  Settle-  1  was  -  -y  way 

“What  did  yer  take  this  dangerous  wav  for* 
then  stranger?"  cried  Kit.  “Whf £dn%  yTcome 

MhftTa^  Y°'d  "0t  »p“ 

taTfehowon  hCr°T 
back-a  rough-looking  felL  wUhT  mustache 
and  impenad  told  me  to  come  this  way."  * 

Kit  and  Hurricane  exchanged  glances 

“ThatmrhanhtibiTtreaC^ryf>'  decl*red  Hurricane 
MorL  Eh,PKit?”eS  Wlth  ther  descriPtion  of  La 

.  Yi°a  ™  righV’  rePhed  the  famous  scout,  shut- 
tihg  his  jaws  with  a  ringing  snap.  “I’ve  had  mv 
SUSP, cions  of  La  Mprt  for  a  good  while  "  7 

Noting  more  was  said.  The  others  did  not 

mountedaEigh°t0  of 

night  had  carried  double,  and  the  stanch  littu 
horse  galloped  on  tirelessly.  Cn  ltt  0 

Soon  the  horse  struck  into  a  plain  trail  which 
led  downward,  and  then  finally  joined  the  stagj- 
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trail  which  led  into  the  town.  Very  soon  they 
entered  the  streets  of  the  mining  town.  One  long 
thoroughfare  lined  with  cabins  constituted  the 
entire  part  of  the  town.  But  in  the  center  and 
upon  this  main  street  was  quite  a  commodious 
wood  structure  of  more  pretentious  appearance 
than  any  other.  Over  its  roof  flaunted  the  Stars 
and  Stripes.  Above  the  door  was  a  rudely  let¬ 
tered  sign  which  read;  “Empire  State  Tavern, 

Jerry  Oaks,  Proprietor.’’  ,  ,  ... 

The  two  newcomers  were  regarded  only  with 
idle  curiosity  as  they  rode  up  to  the  cavern  and 
dismounted.  >  Kit  Carson  tied  Midnight  at  the 

door  and  said:  A  ,,  .  , 

“New,  stranger,  I’ll  introduce  ye  to  the  land¬ 
lord.  and  ye  can  make  yourself  at  home  hyar,  I 
reckon.” 

“Sir,  I  can  never  fully  repay  you,”  replied  Al¬ 
bert  Kershaw,  fulsomely,  “but  I  would  yet  ask 
one  more  favor  of  you  before  we  part  company. 

“Of  course,  stranger,”  replied  the  ^  trapper, 
readily.  “What  mought  it  be?” 

“I  am  here  upon  an  important  mission,  iou 
are  acquainted  with  very  many  hereabouts, 
probably.  I  would  like  to  ask  your  assistance 
m  looking  up  a  certain  person.” 

“I’ll  call  to-night,”  said  the  trapper,  after  a 
pause.  “I’ll  drop  into  the  bar-room  hyar  at  about 
nine  o’clock.  How  will  that  do,  stranger? 

-oiryzAj'y  well,”  replied  Kershaw. 

Then  he  waved  adieu  to  the  trapper,  who  rode 
away  on  Midnight  at  full  gallop. 

Albert  Kershaw  was  greeted  heartily  by  Jerry 
Oakes,  the  genial  proprietor  of  the  tavern. 

“I’m  alius  glad  to  see  tenderfoots  cornin’  into 
ther  town  l”  he  declared,  affably.  “It’s  a  sign 
that  Eastern  capital  is  coming  here  to  make  a 
big  city  out  of  Black  Gulch.” 

But  Albert  Kershaw  made  only  a  curt  reply. 
Left  alone  in  his  room,  for  the  first  time  he  was 
able  to  give  way  to  the  great  flood  of  grief 
which  surged  through  his  heart.  He  paced  the 
floor,  moaning  and  wringing  his  hands  in  an¬ 
guish.  After  a  while,  his  gnef  subsiding,  he 
seated  himself  at  a  table.  Pen  and  ink  and  pa¬ 
per  were  there.  For  hours  he  wrote.  When  he 
finished  the  light  of  day  was  gone  and  he  was 
sitting  in  lamplight.  What  he  had  written  made 
quite  a  voluminous  manuscript.  This  hp  read  and 
re-read,  and  then  with  a  sigh  placed  it  in  an  up¬ 
per  pocket.  He  sprang  up  and  glanced  at  his 

v^aten. 

“Why,  it  is  near  time  for  my  appointment 
with  Mr.  Carson,”  he  declared.  “I  will  go  below 
and  eat  something,  then  I  will  go  to  the  bar- 

This  he  proceeded  to  do.  A  half  hour  later 
he  sauntered  into  the  bar-room  of  the  Empire 
Etate.  Indians,  half-breeds,  scouts,  soldiers,  trap- 
Yj£r?t  miners,  gamblers  and  sports  were  here  en- 
taefed  in  various  diversions.  At  the  bar  some 
v-ere  drinking.  At  the  tables  others  were  playing 
games  of  chance.  Kershaw  took  in  the  scene 
f  .  t  time,  but  he  scanned  every  face  looking  for 
K!t  Carson.  Suddenly  a  loud  voice  was  heard  at 
the  entrance  and  a  man  came  in. 

“I’m  the  real  ginuwine,  rin-roarin’,  whip- whirl¬ 
in’  old  toimado  of  the  Rockies,  I  am,  an  don  t 
w  fergit,  pilgrim.  Jump  up,  trot  up,  every 
"  son  of  7 for  it's  kurricane’s  treat. 
]  made  the  b*?t  bag  of  yaller  dust  to-day  I  ever 


did,  an’  I’m  goin’  to  shake  it  down  for  luck. 
Whoop  her  up,  boys  l  It’s  treats  for  the  crowd.” 

A  loud  cheer  went  up  at  this  sally  of  Hurri¬ 
cane  Bill’s,  and  there  was  a  panicky  rush  for  the 
bar  by  all  bummers,  loafers  and  topers  that  fre¬ 
quented  the  place.  This  was  a  characteristic  act 
of  Hurricane  Bill’s,  and  the  bartenders  were  kept 
busy  pouring  out  the  “tarantula  juice,”  as  the 
peculiar  brand  of  whisky  was  known.  A  young 
man  sauntered  through  the  crowd.  He  was  just 
a  looker-on.  He  never  drank  at  the  bar  or  played 
at  the  tables.  It  was  Elbert  Mayo,  and  he  ap¬ 
proached  Albert  Kershaw.  Greetings  were  ex¬ 
changed  and  they  talked  pleasantly  for  a  time. 
Both  were  from  the  East  and,  in  the  parlance  of 
the  mines,  tenderfoots,  therefore  it  was  not  very 
strange  that  they  should  affiliate.  But  at  the  ap¬ 
pointed  time,  punctual,  Kit  Carson  entered  the 
saloon.  He  saw  Kershaw  and  went  to  him  at 
once.  Elbert  Mayo  now  withdrew.  Albert  Ker¬ 
shaw  drew  a  deep  breath  and  a  strange  spasm 
passed  over  his  face. 

“Mr.  Carson,”  he  said,  plainly,  “I  believe  that 
I  can  trust  you,  and  that  you  are  an  honorable 
man.” 

Kershaw  struggled  for  a  moment  with  his  emo¬ 
tions,  then  went  on: 

“There  lives  somewhere  in  this  world  a  hu¬ 
man  wolf,  who  has  preyed  upon  my  heart’s  hap¬ 
piness  and  made  of  me  a  miserable  wreck  upon 
the  sea  of  life.  Somewhere  in  this  world  that  man 
roams.  It-  will  be  a  terrible  meeting  between 
Us.  For  years  I  have  tracked  him.  When  we  do 
meet  it  will  be  death  to  one  or  bolfrof  us.” 

“And  do  you  think  that  man  is  here  in  Black 
Gulch?”  asked  Kit,  with  intense  interest. 

“Yes,”  replied  Kershaw,  positively,  “I  have  a 
lot  of  evidence  that  he  has  sought  haven  here, 
and —  Oh,  Heaven!  The  prophecy  has  come 
true!” 

Kershaw  fairly  shrieked  these  words  and  then 
sprang  up  from  his  seat.  One  long  finger  was 
pointed  accusingly  at  a  man  who  had  just  en¬ 
tered  the  place. 

“At  last  we  have  met!”  shouted  the  settler* 
wildly.  “There  he  is!  There  stands  the  ma-pho^e 
has  blasted  my  life!”  - — > — — < 


CHAPTER  III. — ^he  Lone  Cabin 

It  was  a  thrilling  moment.  Kit  Carson  was 
upon  his  feet,  and  the  eyes  of  every  one  in  the 
room  were  upon  the  newcomer,  who  was  so  fierce¬ 
ly  denounced. 

“Rodney  La  Mort!”  gasped  Kit  Carson. 

This  was  the  name  by  which  he  was  known  in 
Black  Gulch.  He  had  entered  the  place  unconcern¬ 
edly.  Just  in  his  rear  there  came  a  dark-visaged 
greaser,  dressed  in  the  fanciful  garb  of  the  Mexi¬ 
can.  He  was  ever  a  companion  of  La  Mort,  and 
known  as  Pedro  Vallandro. 

The  words  of  Kershaw  reached  La  Mort’s  ears, 
and  had  a  fearful  effect  upon  him.  In  an  instant 
his  whole  manner  changed.  Lightning  flashed 
from  his  eyes,  and  a  single  exclamation  escaped 
his  lips. 

•  “Diablo!” 

Then,  in  Kershaw’s  hand  there  flashed  a  re¬ 
volver.  He  stalked  forward,  and,  concentrating 
his  gaze  upon  La  Mort,  he  exclaimed  in  a  rigid 
voice,  with  deadly  force;  \ 
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“Hound!  The  settling  of  our  account  has  come. 
For  us  to  meet  is  death!” 

La  Mort’s  face  was  ghastly  but  he  whipped  a 
revolver  from  his  belt  and  gritted: 

“Ye’ve  followed  me  long.  Curses  on  ye,  Al¬ 
bert  Kershaw!  Take  yer  doom!” 

The  two  reports  blended  in  one.  Both  revolvers 
cracked,  but  Albert  Kershaw  staggered  back 
With  the  ghastly  death  grin  upon  his  face,  while 
La  Mort  stood  unharmed. 

Kit  Carson  caught  the  dying  man  in  his  arms 
and  allowed  his  form  to  straighten  upon  the 
floor.  La  Mort,  with  a  scornful,  devilish  laugh 
passed  out  through  the  door.  But  Pedro  Vallan- 
dro  joined  the  crowd  which  now  thronged  about 
the  dying  man. 

Kershaw's  gaze  was  fixed  upon  Kit  Carson’s 
face.  There  was  a  wild  yearning  in  his  eyes  a3 
he  whispered,  hoarsely: 

“Oh,  I  can  trust  you.  You’ll  do  it  all  for  me. 
Take  these,  they  will  tell  you  all.” 

Kershaw’s  hand  was  withdrawn  from  his 
bosom.  It  held  a  bundle  of  manuscript — that 
which  he  had  written  but  a  few  hours  before. 

“Take  it,”  he  whispered,  and  even  as  he  spoke 
the  death  rattle  drowned  further  utterance  and 
the  soul  took  its  flight. 

Kit  Carson  reached  forward  to  take  the  papers 
extended  to  him  by  the  dying  man.  But  there 
was  a  snarling  cry  in  the  crowd,  a  long  brawny 
arm  reached  forward,  talon-like  fingers  clutched 
the  papers  and  they  were  whisked  from  sight. 

“Hold!”  thundered  Kit  Carson,  making  a  dash 
for  the  thief.  “What  are  ye  doing?  Give  up 
those  papers  or  I’ll  have  yer  heart.” 

But  the  crowd  was  dense  and  the  trapper  could 
find  no  trace  of  the  thief.  He  had  disappeared 
with  the  papers  in  a  mysterious  manner.  The 
bar-room  was  thoroughly  searched,  excitement 
ran  at  fever  height,  a  riot  nearly  ensued,  but  all 
in  vain.  Kit  Carson  was  baffled  as  well  as  mysti¬ 
fied.  The  story  of  Albert  Kershaw  had  awak¬ 
ened  a  powerful  interest  in  his  mind.  But  the 
papers  which  might  explain  it  were  gone  and  the 
real  mystery  had  begun.  Upon  the  floor,  how¬ 
ever,  was  found  a  photograph.  It  was  the  like- 
young  girl,  a  child  in  years,  rare  in  its 
loveliness,  the  same  that  Kershaw  carried  next 
to  his  heart. 

A  few  hours  later  Kit  Carson  mounted  his 
horse  Midnight  and  rode  away  into  the  hills. 
Deep  into  the  heart  of  the  mountains  Kit  Car- 
son  rode.  Suddenly,  as  he  was  following  a  nar¬ 
row  path,  that  led  about  the  face  of  the  moun¬ 
tain  wall,  he  drew  rein  and  a  long  whistle  es¬ 
caped  his  lips  as  he  gazed  upon  a  scene  below. 

“Waal,  I’ll  be  consamed!”  he  muttered.  “As 
long  as  I’ve  traveled  through  these  hills  I  never 
eeen  that  cabin  afore.” 

Kit  Carson  sat  upon  his  horse  and  regarded  the 
cabin  for  some  time  in  a  queer  frame  of  mind. 

“It’s  mighty  queer!”  he  muttered,  reflectively; 
“there  mought  be  nothin’  in  it,  but  I’d  almost 
swear  that  that  was  some  den  of  deviltry  down 
there.  Look  here,  Midnight,  I'm  powerful  curus. 
What  do  yo'  say  if  I  go  down  there  and  inves¬ 
tigate?” 

Midnight  seemed  to  nod  his  head,  and  answered 
With  a  gentle  whinny.  Kit  slipped  out  of  the 
taddle  and  left  the  faithful  animal  to  await  his 


return.  Glancing  down  again  at  the  cabin,  he 
saw  that  a  horse  black  as  Midnight  himself  was 
standing  tethered  to  a  ring  on  the  side  of  the 
cabin.  Undoubtedly  the  rider  was  within.  4 

“Good  enough!”  muttered  the  trapper.  “I’ll 
find  the  folks  at  home.” 

He  immediately  began  to  descend  the  moun¬ 
tain  wall.  He  found  a  shelving  path  and  followed 
it  with  difficulty.  Kit  boldly  approached  the 
cabin.  There  were  hoof-prints  in  the  soft  loam 
of  the  trail,  showing  that  the  horsemen  had  just 
ridden  away.  Before  Kit  reached  the  cabin  an 
aged  Navajo  woman  came  out  with  a  Stone  jug 
upon  her  head  and  disappeared  down  the  moun¬ 
tainside  apparently  going  after  wTater.  Kit  made 
no  effort  to  stop  her,  but  went  boldly  up  to  the 
cabin  door.  He  tapped  lightly  upon  the  door 
frame  with  the  handle  of  his  knife.  But  no  an-  __ 
swrer  came  back,  neither  was  it  necessary.  The 
door  was  open  and  he  had  an  extensive  view  of 
the  interior.  And  he  beheld  a  scene  which  held 
him  spell-bound. 

The  cabin’s  interior  was  furnished  richly  for  a 
structure  of  its  kind.  Rich  fur  rugs  covered  the 
floor,  fancy  Navajo  blankets  hung  on  the  walls, 
and  the  wooden  chairs  and  a  table  with  crockery 
upon  it  constituted  the  furniture.  An  open  fire- 
lace  contained  a  blazing  fire.  All  this  Kit  saw, 
ut  his  attention  wras  instantly  enchained  by  a 
thrilling  sight.  Draped  by  the  richly  embroid¬ 
ered  Navajo  blankets  he  saw  a  couch,  and  it  held  • 
an  occupant,  the  sight  of  whom  made  his  heart 
stand  still.  It  was  a  young  girl,  with  alabaster¬ 
like  skin,  regular,  beautiful  features,  sleeping. 

But  beautiful  as  the  sleeper  was,  there  was  an 
expression  of  eternal  sadness  and  of  sorrow  upon 
her  fair  face.  Even  as  he  gazed,  Kit  saw  the  lips 
move,  and  words  couched  in  painful  accent  came 
from  them.  The  trapper  saw  that  the  beautiful 
sleeper  was  an  invalid.  Suddenly  she  opened  her 
eyes.  There  was  the  light  of  delirium  in  them. 

Her  lips  moved. 

“Oh,  kind  Nadja,  the  Navajo  woman  was  not 
there.  Kit  Carson  was  moved  by  the  appeal. 

With  heart  full  of  sympathy  he  sprang  to  her 
side,  and  placing  one  strong  arm  beneath  her 
shoulders  lie  supported  the  invalid.  A  smile 
flickered  upon  the  lovely  face.  ** 

“I  dreamed  of  home,”  she  said,  softly,  “of  my 
mother.  Oh,  it  was  a  beautiful  dream!” 

Then  she  sank  back  once  more  in  slumber.  Kit 
Carson  stood  looking  into  the  beautiful  girl’s 
face  wonderingly,  when  suddenly  a  step  behind —  -- 
him  brought  him  back  to  his  senses.  He  turned 
quickly.  A  man  had  just  crossed  the  threshold 
and  stood  before  him.  Wonder  of  wonders!  It 
was  Rodney  La  Mort! 

_ _  ,45 

CHAPTER  IV. — A  Deadly  Contest. 

For  a  moment  Kit  Carson,  the  famous  trapper, 
stood  like  one  in  a  daze.  The  dark  face  of  La 
Mort  hardened,  and  a  low,  bitter  curse  escaped 
his  lips. 

“What  means  this  intrusion?  What  be  ve  doin’ 
hyar ?" 

“Rodney  La  Mort,”  Kit  said,  in  a  firm  voice,  “I 
have  found  you  at  last.  I  am  glad  of  that  ” 

“What  mought  that  have  to  do  with  me?" 
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asked  La  Mort,  half  angrily.  “I  ain’t  no  bizness 
with  you!” 

“Yes,  ye  have,  Rodney  La  Mort.” 

“What' is  it?” 

“I  want  the  hull  story  from  ye  about  Albert 
Kershaw,  an’  no  prevaricatin’,  nuther.  What  was 
the  trouble  ’twixt  you  and  him?” 

La  Mort  seemed  uneasy.  He  faced  his  foe  in 
an  uncomfortable  frame  of  mind. 

•‘There’s  no  story’  to  tell,”  he  snarled. 

“Don’t  ye  lie  to  me.  Fust  off,  is  this  yer 
home  ?” 

“I’m  bound  to  say  it  is.” 

“Who  ar’  that  gal  sick  in  yonder?”  asked  Kit, 
penetratingly. 

“She’s  my  sister.  I’ve  jist  bin  up  to  the  settle¬ 
ment  for  some  medicine.  She’s  powerful  sick 
with  a  fever.” 

t>  “Look  here,  Rodney  La  Mort,  we’ve  met  be¬ 
fore.” 

“I  reckon  not,”  replied  the  other  sullenly. 
“Easy.  Did  you  ever  know  of  anyone  by  the 
name  of  Casper  Page?” 

A  gasping  cry  escaped  La  Mort’s  lips,  and  a 
hunted  light  came  into  his  eyes. 

“What  do  you  know  of  Casper  Page?”  he 
hissed,  as  his  hand  sought  the  hilt  of  his  knife. 
Kit  laughed  scornfully. 

“You  miserable  wretch,”  he  said  quietly,  “did 
you  think  that  I  did  not  know  you  ?  Let  me  tell 
-C^vou  a  story,  and  you  may  well  cower  when  you 
hear~it. 

“Ten  years  ago,  in  Nebraska,  on  ther  Platte 
river,  a  little  colony  had  founded  a  settlement. 
There  were  one  hundred  all  told — men,  women, 
and  children — honest,  industrious  settlers. 

“Among  them  was  one  Casper  Page,  a  dark- 
browed,  evil-minded  fellow.  Page  was  not  as 
successful  in  ther  pursuits  of  husbandry  as  ther 
others.  He  was  a  dissipated;  miserable  wretch, 
and  finally  deserting  his  family,  became  a  rene¬ 
gade,  and  joined  Black  Feather’s  bloodthirsty 
tribe  of  Pawnees. 

“While  in  this  nefarious  position  he  visited 
ther  settlement,  and  by  treachery  delivered  up 
'  the  whole  colony  to  massacre  by  Black  Feather’s 
fiends.  Even  his  own  family  were  tomahawked, 
and  it  was  said  that  Renegade  Page  scalped  his 
own  devoted  wife.  What  more  heinous  thing 
«  could  be  conceived? 

“When  ther  men  folks  of  ther  settlement  came 
back  that  day  they  found  only  the  burned  cabins 
'  a.vl  dead  bodies.  Oh,  there  were  sorrowin’  hearts 
that  hour,  I  kin  tell  ye. 

“A  party  wa3  formed  then  and  there  to  hunt 
down  ther  murderers.  Day  an’  night  they  rode, 
an’  finally  hed  a  fight  with  the  Pawnees  an’ 
thrashed  ’em.  Page  was  captured. 

“He  was  given  a  fair  hearin’,  an’  it  was  decid¬ 
er!  to  brand  him  a  renegade  with  a  red-hot  iron, 
an’  then  hang  him.  He  was  stripped  to  ther 
waist,  an’  ther  brand  was  put  on  his  breast  with 
red-hot  branding  irons,  sich  as  were  used  to  brand 
wild  harder  with.  The  word  spelled  out  was 
Renegade.  It  burned  to  ther  bone.  We  hitched 
^him  to  a  stake  and  people  fer  miles  around  came 
to  ree  that  brand.  But  somehow  or  nuther  in  ther 
night  the  cuss  got  away,  an'  from  that  day  to  this 
nobody  knows  whar  he  went  to.  That’s  my  story. 
What  do  ye  think  of  it'/” 


Kit  stood  like  a  statue  before  the  villain.  Th« 
trapper’s  accusing  gaze  seemed  to  look  the  wretch 
through  and  through.  For  a  moment  silence 
reigned.  Then  Carson  spoke,  and  his  voice  had  a 
steely  ring. 

“Casper  Page,  I’m  glad  to  have  found  ye.  I 
knew  ye  well,  and  that  brand  is  yet  on  yer 
breast.” 

La  Mort’s  face  flushed  a  deep  red;  an  apoplec¬ 
tic  flush,  as  it  were.  His  eyes  gleamed  with  a 
basilisk  light.  He  bit  his  lips  sharply,  and  in  a 
sudden,  reckless  tone,  replied: 

“Well,  an’  what  if  ye  do  know  me?  Thar’s 
no  use  in  my  wearin’  a  mask  afore  ye.  I  ain’t 
afeard  of  ye,  for  ye’ll  never  live  to  testify  agin 
me.” 

Kit  never  moved  in  his  position.  He  simply  re¬ 
garded  his  foe  scornfully. 

“That’s  an  idle  threat,”  he  said. 

“Is  it?”  cried  La  Mort,  with  a  sudden  reck¬ 
less  laugh.  “We’ll  see.  I’ll  show  my  hand  before 
we  begin.  I  owe  you  for  that  mark,  which  I’ll 
carry  to  my  grave.” 

With  a  swift  move  the  renegade,  with  both 
hands,  tore  open  the  bosom  of  his  hunting-shirt 
and  revealed  his  bare  breast.  There,  plainly  vis¬ 
ible  in  the  scarred  flesh,  was  the  tell-tale  brand. 

“Branded  a  renegade!”  gritted  the  villain,  with 
a  hoarse,  sinister  laugh.  “There  it  is,  and  it  will 
follow  me  through  life.  Now  we  understand  each 
other,  Kit  Carson.” 

“We  do,”  said  Kit. 

“Then  let  us  settle  accounts.  I  ask  no  mercy 
and  shall  give  none.  Look  to  yerself.” 

La  Mort  drew  his  long-bladed  hunting-knife. 
He  bared  his  right  arm  and  held  the  keen  weapon 
aloft.  Kit  did  the  same,  and  the  two  deadly  foes 
stood  facing  each  other.  Each  was  fired  with  a 
hatred  for  tne  other.  Neither  would  have  sought 
to  avoid  the  contest.  It  was  a  long-sought  op¬ 
portunity  for  each  to  win  a  deadly  revenge.  They 
were  well-matched  for  the  contest,  being  of  about 
the  same  build,  with  brawny  muscles  and  great 
breadth  of  chest.  And  such  a  contest  was  a 
sight  for  the  gods!  The  deadly  knives  cfr^.^R 
in  mid-air,  and  the  contest  was  on.  Ordy  tnose 
who  have  witnessed  a  contest  with  knives  can 
fully  appreciate  the  terrible  nature  of  such  a 
strife. 

The  knife  clashed,  and  a  catastrophe  happened. 
The  blade  of  Kit’s  knife  parted  at  the  handle. 
That  moment  would  have  been  the  trapper’s  last 
but  for  his  wonderful  nerve  and  agility.  Quick 
as  a  flash  he  dropped  the  useless  hilt.  A  mad 
yell  of  triumph  pealed  from  La  Mort’s  lips.  The 
knife  in  his  hand  was  descending  with  tremend¬ 
ous  force,  when  with  lightning  rapidity,  Kit 
grasped  his  wrist.  In  vain  the  renegade  tried  to 
free  his  wrist.  He  fumed  and  cursed  fiercely, 
but  all  to  no  avail.  Backward  and  forward  the 
two  men  swayed,  and  their  powerful  joints  crack¬ 
ed  with  the  tremendous  strain  of  the  conquest. 
Suddenly  Kit  adroitly  changed  his  hold,  and  in  a 
twinkling  La  Mort  went  down.  His  hand  struck 
the  window-sill,  and  the  knife  went  flying  through 
the  p^ne.  Kit  was  on  top,  and  hold  his  foe  to  the 
floor  in  a  vise-like  grip.  The  tables  had  turned, 
and  the  advantage  was  now  in  his  favor.  He 
could  have  choked  the  villain  then  and  there,  but 
he  refrained. 
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“Now,  Casper  Page!”  he  said,  in  a  steely  voice, 
“I  call  upon  you  to  surrender.” 

“Never,”  gritted  the  renegade. 

“Then  you  must  die!” 

“Curse  ye,  let  me  up!” 

Kit’s  fingers  closed  about  the  wretch’s  wind¬ 
pipe.  The  trapper  had  no  murderous  motive  in 
his  heart.  Just  then  footsteps  sounded  outside 
the  hut.  Kit  turned  his  head  and  was  thrilled 
with  a  dismaying  sight.  A  tall,  powerful  Indian 
had  bounded  into  the  cabin.  He  was  painted  and 
bedecked,  and  Kit  knew  him  as  Red  Bear,  the 
merciless  Apache  chief.  At  his  back  were  others. 


CHAPTER  V.— A  Bold  Escape. 

The  Apache -chief  saw  the  renegade  La  Mort’s 
position,  and  he  swung  hi^  tomahawk  aloft  and 
;  rushed  upon  Carson.  Kit  had  just  time  to  ward 
off  the  blow  and  gain  his  feet. 

“Ugh!  Catch  him!  Kill  quick!”  shouted  the 
savage  to  his  braves. 

They  rushed  forward  in  obedience,  but  before 
one  of  them  could  reach  the  trapper,  Kit  seized 
a  stool  and  flung  it  at  Red  Bear.  It  struck  the 
Indian  chief  on  the  head  and  felled  him  to  the 
floor.  With  wild  yells  the  savages  rushed  upon 
Kit.  That  moment  would  have  been  the  trapper’s 
last  but  for  a  daring  move  on  his  part.  He  was 
near  the  open  window.  It  seemed  his  only  chanco. 
It  was  a  daring  one,  but  he  accepted  it  Quick  as 
a  flash  he  made  a  side  leap  and  cleared  the  win¬ 
dow  ledge.  Into  the  outer  air  he  sprang.  Three 
rifles  cracked,  and  the  bullets  whistled  about  his 
tars.  But  the  trapper  seemed  to  bear  a  charmed 
life.  Not  one  of  the  bullets  or  missiles  struck 
him.  He  was  in  the  outer  air.  There  was  a 
:hance  for  him,  but  no  time  to  lose. 

Then  straight  up  the  mountain  path  Kit 
sprang.  Only  at  intervals  was  he  exposed  in 
lodging  from  one  rock  to  another,  and  then  for¬ 
tunately  escaped  the  bullets  sent  after  him.  Truly 
it  seemed  as  if  he  must  bear  a  charmed  life.  Once 
fthe  .upper  trail  he  gave  a  shrill  whistle. 
There  was  a  joyful  neigh,  and  the  clatter  of 
hoofs,  and  faithful  Midnight  come  into  sight.  In 
an  instant  the  trapper  was  upon  the  faithful 
steed’s  back,  and  in  less  time  than  it  fakes  to 
bell  it.  he  wah  beyond  pursuit.  Straight  up  the 
mountain  he  rode  for  some  distance,  and  there 
burned  into  a  narrow  trail  which  led  into  a  deep 
pass.  Here  he  halted,  and  feeling  secure  turned 
Midnight  loose  and  threw  himself  upon  the 
ground  to  rest  from  his  tremendous  exertions.  . 

He  soon  was  rested,  then  he  mounted  Mid¬ 
night  and  galloped  along  the  back  trail.  Very 
6oon  he  had  rounded  the  spur  of  the  mountain  and 
came  to  the  trail  which  led  down  to  the  cabin. 
Here  he  dismounted  and  clambered  down  the 
precipice  to  the  angle  from  which  a  good  view 
of  the  cabin  could  be  had.  As  he  did  this  he  noted 
a  tall  column  of  black  smoke  arising.  He  did  not 
dream  but  that  it  came  from  the  cabin  chimney. 
But  as  he  reached  the  angle  and  got  a  full  view 
of  the  scene,  a  cry  of  horror  escaped  his  lips. 
The  cabin  still  Btood  thero,  but  no  living  being 
seemed  near.  Flames  were  pouring  from  its 
windows,  and  were  shooting  up  through  the  roof. 


“Great  heavens!”  gasped  the  trapper,  with  a 
cold  perspiration  breaking  out  upon  him.  “It’s 
afire!  I  wonder  if  the  gal  is  in  it?” 

Down  the  path  he  went  with  unsteady  tread. 
A  sort  of  horror  seemed  to  enchain  his  senses  a3 
he  approached  the  cabin.  He  crept  to  the  door 
and  gazed  in.  The  sight  which  he  feared,  how¬ 
ever,  did  not  reward  his  gaze.  The  flames  had 
filled  one  end  of  the  cabin.  The  structure  was 
certainly  doomed.  But  it  held  no  occupant.  The 
couch  with  its  brilliant  Navajo  blankets  and  its 
beautiful,  suffering  occupant  were  gone.  Nothing 
was  to  be  gained  by  remaining  longer  in  the 
vicinity.  To  attempt  to  find  La  Mort  and  his  fair 
captive  by  random  search  would  have  been  like 
looking  for  a  needle  in  a  haystack,  and  wo. 
plainly  out  of  the  question.  Only  time  an 
shrewd  work  now  would  accomplish  the  desir  - 
purpose,  and  Kit  Carson  accepted  this  conclusion. 
So  he  went  back  to  the  spot  where  he  had  lefT 
Midnight.  He  mounted  the  faithful  animal,  and 
rode  away  in  the  direction  of  Black  Gulch. 

With  his  head  bent  upon  his  breast  in  dee  > 
thought  the  trapper  rode  slowly  onward  throw? li 
the  mountains.  Now  they  skirted  high  precipices 
rounding  the  mountain  wall,  then  horse  and  rid - 
would  vanish  from  sight  in  clumps  of  hardy  hr 
trees,  only  to  reappear  soon  and  amble  down 
some  precipitous  slope.  Thus  the  trail  led  on. 
But  soon  it  came  out  upon  the  lowlands  and  en¬ 
tered  a  thick  growth  of  deciduous  trees.  H ' 
the  gloom  was  quite  dense.  The  trapper  hsd  r>  > 
thought  of  danger,  until  suddenly  the  hose  shi  1 
in  a  terrified  way,  and  came  to  a  halt,  th 
bolted  again  and  started  at  breakneck  spe-  i 
down  the  trail.  Kit  was  not  one  to-be  ligh^i? 
thrown.  He  kept  his  seat  until  Midnight  start  i 
to  run,  then  he  was  whisked  from  the  saddle  li  e-; 
a  flash,  and  sat  down  in  the  middle  of  the  roa  i. 
For  a  moment  he  was  dumfounded,  but  the  mys¬ 
tery  was  quickly  explained  when  he  suddenly  f  t 
a  cord  tightening  about  his  body.  It  was  a  lariat 
and  had  been  thrown  with  unerring  skill  in  sue  a 
a  manner  as  to  unseat  him  from  his  horse  as 
cleverly  as  could  well  be  imagined.  He  hai 
struck  the  ground  with  some  force,  but  va3 
upon  his  feet  in  an  instant.  By  instinct  almost 
he  had  managed  to  draw  his  knife.  This  was  t’’e 
saving  of  his  life. 


CHAPTER  VI. — The  Fight  in  the  Dark.  ^ 

Simultaneous  with  the  throwing  of  the  lariat  a 
dark  form  came  rushing  from  the  gloom.  The 
trapper  saw  it  and  at  once  divined  that  it  was  his 
would-be  assassin.  Btit  fortunately  Kit  had  man¬ 
aged  to  draw  his  knife.  With  great  exertion  he 
managed  to  bend  his  wrist  upward.  The  keen 
blade  came  in  contact  with  the  cord,  and  it 
snapped.  In  an  instant  the  trapper  was  facing 
the  foe. 

are  y°u?”  thundered  Carson. 

Stand  where  you  are.  I  am  ^prepared  for  you." 

Instantly  a  bitter  curse  rang  out,  and  the 
would-be  assassin  began  to  glide  away  among  the 
trees.  The  trapper,  who  was  curious  to  Know 
who  the  dastard  was,  started  after  him.  It  vra« 
too  gloomy  for  him  to  3ee  the  fellow’s*  features. 
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but  he  saw  that  he  wore  the  costume  of  a  Mexi¬ 
can. 

“By  the  great  hornspoon!”  muttered  the  trap¬ 
per,  “I’m  goin’  to  find  out  who  that  pesky  var¬ 
mint  is.” 

Through  the  clump  of  trees  they  ran.  Every 
moment  the  darkness  grew  thicker.  Suddenly 
the  trees  began  to  give  way  to  an  open  expanse, 
it  was  a  broad  shelf  of  rock  jutting  out  from  the 
mountain  wall.  Below  was  a  tremendous  space 
to  tlie  waters  of  a  sluggish  and  deep  canyon 
stream.  Out  upon  this  shelf  they  ran.  The  trap¬ 
per  was  n<3w  very  close  upon  his  man.  The  wretch 
now  faltered.  There  was  nothing  before  him  but 
a  leap  from  that  dizzy  height,  or  to  turn  and  face 
;he  man  whose  life  he  had  sought.  The  next  mo¬ 
ment  Kit  Carson’s  powerful  arms  were  thrown 
about  him.  Then  the  light  fell  upon  his  face,  and 
a  vild  cry  of  recognition  pealed  from  the  trap¬ 
pers  lips.  % 

“Pietro  Vallandro!”  he  cried.  “Ha,  you  miser¬ 
able  scoundrel,  I  have  caught  you.” 

Vallandro  struggled  furiously,  but  the  trapper 
held  him  as  in  a  vise. 

“Surrender,  you  scoundrel!”  cried  Kit.  “If  ye 
don’t  I’ll  choke  the  life  out  of  ye!" 

The  villain  would  not  reply.  Kit  choked  him 
until  his  eyes  fairly  bulged  out  of  their  sockets. 

“Caramba!  spare  me!”  gasped  the  Mexican, 
writhing  about  like  a  snake.” 

; £Teiline  who  it  was,  or  goldurn  ye  I’ll  kill  ye!” 
yes!”  gurgled  the  wretch.  “Spare  me; 
^  will  tell!” 

Kit  relaxed  his  grip. 

“Who  was  it?” 

“La  Mort  hired  me  to  do  it.” 

“T  thought  so!”  declared  the  trapper,  grimly. 
"Well,  I  will  settle  matters  with  him  later  on. 
For  the  present  you  will  remain  my  prisoner, 
m  have  ye  go  down  to  the  Gulch  along  o’  me. 
I  think  there’s  a  little  account  of  hoss  stealin’ 
down  there  for  ye  ter  settle.” 

“Don’t  take  me.  down  there,  Senor  Carson!” 
pleaded  the  wretch,  in  terror.  “They’ll  hang  me 
mare.” 

“That’ll  be  no  more  than  ye  deserve,”  asserted 
the  trapper  as  he  partly  related  his  grip  upon 
the  wretch’s  throat. 

Unlucky  move.  With  all  his  strength  the  Mex¬ 
ican  turned  his  captor  from  his  chest,  and  actu¬ 
ally  turned  Kit  over  on  his  back.  Three  times 
in  a  powerful  wrestle  the  men  were  rolled  over, 
and  so  intent  were  they  in  the  contest  that 
neither  noticed  a  deadly  peril  into  which  they 
were  rolling.  The  verge  of  the  precipice  was 
perilously  near,  and  when  it  was  too  late  Kit 
P.aw  that  they  were  likely  to  go  over  the  edge.  A 
sharp  cry  of  warning  broke  from  his  lips.  But 
it  wa »  too  late.  Tne  next  moment  they  were 
r,v*r  the  edge.  Down  through  the  frightful  space 
th**  bod  res  of  the  two  struggling  men  hustled. 
Down  like  a  ball  from  the  clouds,  and  the  next 
ir.^tant  they  struck  the  waters  of  the  river.  Kit 
reappeared  near  the  verge  of  some  rapids.  Be¬ 
fore  he  could  clear  the  water  from  his  eves  he 
wt-  jn  the  irresistible  current  an<f  carried  down 
the  htream  with  fearful  velocity.  In  a  twinkling 
a  turn  :n  the  canyon  wall  hid  him  from  the  view 
of  Vadardro.  Fortunately  the  trapper  was  a 
good  swimmer,  and  had  no  trouble  in  keeping 


afloat.  But  he  was  quite  unable  to  breast  the 
swift  current,  and  was  carried  fully  one-third  of 
a  mile  down  over  the  rapids  before  he  had  an 
opportunity  to  get  ashore.  When  he  did  it  was 
in  a  gloomy  part  of  the  canyon,  where  he  could 
hardly  see  an  object  ten  feet  distant.  By  means 
of  careful  climbing,  however,  the  trapper  man¬ 
aged. to  reach  the  higher  ground.  Here  he  sank 
down'  somewhat  exhausted.  He  was  somewhat 
bruised  from  his  frightful  fall.  It  was  little  short 
of  a  miracle  that  his  life  should  have  been  spared. 

However,  after  a  brief  period  of  rest  Kit  pick¬ 
ed  himself  up  and  once  more  went  forward.  His 
mind  was  hardly  made  up  as  to  what  move  it  was 
now  best  to  make.  He  did  not  care  to  go  back 
and  search  for  Vallandro.  The  villain  undoubtedly 
was  far  from  the  spot  by  this  time  and  safe 
from  pursuit.  After  laborious  climbing  he  finally 
once  more  reached  the  mountain  trail.  He  did  not 
believe  that  Midnight  had  gone  far,  and  to  make 
sure  of  it  blew  a  shrill  whistle.  His  premise  was 
correct.  The  distant  whinnying  of  the  faithful 
steed  was  heard,  and  he  suddenly  came  galloping 
up  the  trail.  Kit  patted  his  black  muzzle,  and 
was  quickly  in  the  saddle  again.  Once  more  he 
started  on  the  trail  to  Black  Gulch. 

Suddenly  he  heard  some  one  approaching  on 
the  trail,  and  then  there  loomed  up  the  forms  of 
Hurricane  Bill  and  Elbert  Mayo.  The  meeting 
of  the  friends  was  very  cordial.  They  asked  Kit 
where  he  was  bound  for  and  he  told  them  Black 
Gulch.  They  insisted  on  accompanying  him.  So 
Kit  dismounted  and,  leading  his  horse,  they 
strode  along  side  by  side. 

After  walking:  for  some  time  Elbert  went  a 
ways  ahead  and  around  a  turn.  But  when  Kit 
and  Hurricane  Bill  reached  the  turn  Elbert  had 
disappeared,  nor  could  he  be  found  after  a  thor¬ 
ough  search.  Hurricane  Bill  left  Kit  for -a  few 
moments  to  go  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice  near 
where  they  were,  and  the  next  moment  he  also 
disappeared  from  view.  Kit  was  nonplussed.  Ac¬ 
cordingly  he  went  to  the  verge  and  glanced  down 
the  trail. 

At  this  point  it  led  along  a  narrow  way  with 
precipitous  descent  upon  either  side.  Only,  one 
person  at  a  time  could  safely  scale  it, 
either  hand  a  misstep  would  precipitate  one  down 
hundreds  of  feet  to  certain  death  upon  the  jagged 
rocks  below.  And  as  the  trapper  looked  down 
the  trail,  he  received  a  stunning  surprise.  A  man 
was  creeping  up  it  with  a  rifle  in  his  hands.  He 
was  clad  in  the  garb  of  a  Mexican.  In  a  flash  Kit 
had  recognized  him.  It  was  Vallandro.  Behind 
‘the  Mexican  and  just  turning  an  angle  in  the 
path  was  the  renegade,  La  Mort.  Just  at  that 
moment  Vallandro  glanced  up.  Acting  upon  im¬ 
pulse,  Kit  crouched  behind  the  cover  of  a  rock 
and  threw  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder.  In  that  mo¬ 
ment  both  Vallandro  and  La  Mort  saw  the  act 
and  realized  their  peril.  It  was  a  matter  of  life 
or  death  to  Kit  Carson.  There  was  no  reason  why 
he  should  spare  his  foes.  Quick  as  a  flash  he 
pulled  the  trigger.  There  was  a  report,  and  the 
Mexican  threw  up  his  arms,  reeled  back,  and 
went  crashing  down  over  the  edge  of  the  preci¬ 
pice  to  a  frightful  death. 

The  report  of  Kit’s  rifle  was  succeeded  by  an¬ 
other,  and  a  bullet  whistled  by  his  head,  y,  was 
La  Mort  who  had  fifid  at  him,  and  it  was  by  the 
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merest  chance  that  the  trapper’s  life  was  saved. 
Jut  instantly  threw  a  fresh  cartridge  into  the 
breech  of  his  rifle,  and  would  have  fired  at  La 
Hort,  but  the  renegade  had  disappeared.  Down 
the  path  the  intrepid  trapper  sprang.  La  Mort 
had  vanished.  No  trace  of  him  could  be  found. 

Accordingly  Kit  was  about  to  retrace  his  steps, 
when  he  saw  Red  Bear  and  a  score  of  his  braves 
rushing  across  the  mountain  side  to  cut  him  off. 
Self-preservation  is  ever  paramount.  Kit  knew 
that  his  life  depended  upon  prompt  action.  He 
was  not  slow  to  act.  With  lightning  quickness  he 
sprang  down  the  path.  He  reached  the  valley  be¬ 
low  and  started  for  the  pass.  The  savages  were 
close  behind.  Indeed,  exhausted  from  his  hard 
day’s  work,  Kit  felt  his  strength  giving  out.  It 
began  to  look  as  if  he  was  done  for,  when  sudden¬ 
ly  the  shrill  neigh  of  a  horse  was  heard,  and  Kit 
saw  Midnight  break  from  the  woods  and  gallop 
down  toward  him.  It  seemed  as  if  the  sagacious 
animal  knew  that  he  was  in  deadly  peril.  In 
another  moment  the  horse  was  by  his  side. 

“Noble  Midnight!”  cried  the  trapper,  springing 
into  the  saddle.  “It  seems  good  to  stride  ye  onct 
more.” 

The  horse  whinnied  as  if  in  delight,  and  sped 
away  toward  the  pass.  Kit  had  now  deemed  es¬ 
cape  certain,  when  suddenly  he  saw  fully  fifty 
painted  redskins  appear  and  block  the  defile.  He" 
was  literally  hemmed  in  upon  all  sides.  Even  the 
horse  seemed  to  realize  it,  for  he  came  to  a  halt. 
With  wild  and  fierce  yells  the  savages  began  to 
close  In  upon  Kit  and  his  noble  steed.  There  was 
but  brief  time  in  which  to  act.  But  in  that  mo¬ 
ment  a  wild  and  daring  idea  came  into  Kit  Car-  ' 
son’s  brain.  He  hastened  to  act  upon  it. 


CHAPTER  VII. — A  Serious  Loss. 


The  plan  which  had  suggested  itself  to  Kit 
Carson  when  he  found  himself  hemmed  in  upon 
all  sides  by  the  savages  was  a  daring  one.  The 
pass  was  blocked  and  clearly  one  could  not  go  in 
that  direction.  Kit  suddenly  swerved  his  horse 
^to  the  right  and  rode  straight  for  the  brink  of  a 
rhXth^c-nnyon  not  half  a  mile  distant.  Red  Bear 
and  his  band  of  red  demons  were  some  distance 
behind.  They  saw  the '  purpose  of  the  daring 
trapper,  and  were  amazed.  They  waited  with 
wonderment  and  curiosity  the  result  of  the  mad 
attempt.  The  next  moment  Midnight’s  forefeet 
strdck'the  verge  of  the  gorge.  There  was  a  gath¬ 
ering  of  muscles,  a  tremendous  spring,  and  the 
noble  steed  was  in  midair.  It  seemed  to  Kit  Car- 
aon  an  age  before  the  gallant  animal’s  feet  struck 
the  opposite  bank.  By  a  wonderful  effort  the 
frightful  distance  was  covered.  Midnight’s  feet 
struck  Hie  opposite  verge,  he  faltered,  fumbled 
for  one  brief  instant,  then  recovered  and  went  on 
it  a  mad  gallop. 

Even  the  soulless  demons  of  Red  Boar’s  gang 
appreciated  the  noble  feat  and  sent  up  a  veil  ofr 
approval.  As  for  Kit  Carson,  he  drew  a  breath 
of  relief,  leaned  forward  and  patted  Midnight 

upon  the  neck. 

“Brave  boy!”  he,  spoke,  encouragingly.  “You 
have  done  a  big  thing,  Midnight.  I’m  mightv 
proud  of  you.”  s  3 


The  intelligent  animal  drew  back  his  ears  and 
whinnied  lightly,  and  kept  on  at  the  same  steady 
gallop.  The  trapper  was  safe  now.  He  had  a 
clear  course  before  him,  and  could  have  gone  on 
to  Black  Gulch.  At  first  it  had  occurred  to  him 
to  do  this.  But  a  sense  of  duty  restrained  him. 
He  thought  of  Elbert  Mayo  and  Hurricane  BilL 
Also  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  should  endeavor 
to  ascertain  the  fate  of  the  young  girl  captive 
of  the  renegade  La  Mort.  So  he  turned  again 
into  a  trail  which  would  lead  him  up  the  moun¬ 
tain  once  more.  It  became  his  purpose  to  in 
some  way  return  to  the  spot  where  he  had  last 
seen  Elbert  and  the  big  miner. 

Up  the  mountain  side  he  rode,  making  a  wide 
circuit  of  several  miles  so  as  to  avoid  the  pass, 
and  to  approach  the  valley  from  another  and 
safer  quarter.  He  had  nearly  accomplished  this 
plan  when  a  dire  calamity  overtook  him.  Sud¬ 
denly  the  crack  of  rifles  smote  upon  the  air  from 
a  point  far  below  him,  and  several  bullets  went 
singing  by  in  close  proximity  to  his  head.  The 
trapper  dropped  low  on  his  horse’s  neck  and  gave 
the  steed  free  rein.  Dashing  among  some  high 
boulders  which  afforded  protection  he  turned  in 
the  saddle^  and  peering  over  the  edge  of  one  of 
the  boulders,  he  saw  the  red  foe  coming  up  the 
mountain  There  were  fully  half  a  hundred  of  - 
them.  That  they  were  Apaches  was  certain,  but 
Kit  did  not  believe  that  they  belonged  to  Red 
Bear’s  gang.  They  were  enemies,  none  the  less, 
and  the  trapper  was  cognizant  of  the  fact  that 
his  position  was  one  of  peril. 

This  was  enhanced  by  the  fact  that  the  red  foe 
seemed  to  be  drawing  a  half  circle  about  his  po¬ 
sition.  Back  of  him  was  the  steep  face  of  the 
precipice.  He  could  not  hope  to  escape  in  that 
direction.  A  running  fight  with  them  seemed  cer¬ 
tain.  Unconsciously  Kit  had  walked  into  a  neat 
trap.  But  he  was  not  one  to  give  way  to  ap¬ 
prehension  or  fear.  He  was  in  the  trap,  and  now 
his  best  course  was  to,  if  possible,  devise  some 
P;?,n  whereby  he  might  get  out  of  it.  He  held 
Midnight  in  check  behind  the  boulders  and  be¬ 
gan  to  consider  matters.  He  drew  a  bead  upon 

line  of  ^diafls  with  his  rifle. 

With  the  shot  one  of  them  dropped.  A  mad¬ 
dened  yell  went  up  from  the  others,  and  they 
came  on  furiously.  No  time  was  to  be  lost.  The 
Tapper  saw  this  and  resolved  to  make  a  mad, 
f".!>berty-  He  glanced  do™  the  trail 

W.  h,  £f  £lm{  and  ,then  slinging  his  rifle  over 
ins  back,  he  drew  his  revolvers  and  pressed  his 
knees  into  Midnight’s  sides.  The  nobi!  a^mal 
M  ,das^ins  at  full  speed  down  the 
faflen  ^  '  A  6SS  sure~footed  animal  would  have 
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Crack!  Crack! 

The  pistol  bullets  fleiv  right  and  left.  Indians 
Were  tumbled  over  before'  the  unerring  aim  of 
Kit  Parson.  The  bullets  from  their  rifles  also 
flew  about  Kit  s  ears,  fortunately  none  of  them 
striking  him.  Thus  the  running  fight  was  kept 
up  ah  the  way  down  the  trail.  Suddenly  Mid¬ 
night  came  to  a  clear  level  stretch  and  the  foe 
were  left  far  behind.  But  an  unlooked-for  easu- 

wLWQaS  1  Wj  The  level  trail  suddenly  en- 
teied  a  patch  §f  dense  woods  and  led  down  to 
the  waters  of  swift,  rushing  stream  Midnicht 

a's°n’ark  «nH  fU,H  ffall°P-  th*  Patch  of  mSs 
as  walk  and  gloomy  as  the  entrance  of  Dante’s 
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Inferno,  horse  and  rider  went.  Coming  suddenly 
:c  the  ford  the  black  steed  sprang  into  the  water. 

But  he  had  not  half  crossed  the  stream  when 
he  plunged  and  fell.  Kit  was  just  in  time  by 
a  strenuous  effort  to  avoid  falling  under  him. 

Midnight  ordinarily  would  have  regained  his 
feet  quickly  enough.  But  he  was  npw  unable  to. 

H.;  noble  steed’s  leg  was  broken.  In  falling  it 
La.,  b^en  shattered  by  the  cruel  rocks. 

“My  soul!”  gasped  Kit  Carson,  in  dismay  and 
anguish.  “Are  ye  really  done  for,  Midnight?  I 
can’t  believe  it.  It  can’t  be  so.  Ye’ve  been  such 
a  good  friend  to  me.  Upon  my  word,  I  never  felt 
so  bad  afore  in  all  my  life.” 

Tears  actually  stood  in  the  trapper’s  eyes,  and 
his  whole  muscular  frame  quivered  with  sym¬ 
pathy  and  sorrow  for  the  poor  dumb  animal. 

Tnen  he  muttered: 

“I  feel  for  ye,  my  faithful  Midnight.  I  sin¬ 
cerely  believe  that  if  thar’s  a  Heaven  for  men 
thar’s  a  good  place  for  horses,  too,  fer  they’re 
better  than  men  in  many  cases.” 

Then  Kit  placed  the  muzzle  of  the  pistol  to 
Midnight’s  side  just  over  the  heart,  and,  turn¬ 
ing  his  head,  pulled  the  trigger. 

The  crippled  animal  experienced  a  tremor,  and 
lay  still  in  the  clear,  leaping  waters  of  the  rapids. 
The  shot  had  proved  true.  It  was  a  merciful 
death.  Satisfied  of  this  Kit  turned  sadly  away 
7*nd  plunged  into  the  woods.  His  mind  was  oc¬ 
cupied  with  sorrowing  reflections,  for-  Midnight 
had  been  with  him  in  many  exciting  adventures. 

In  this  manner  he  kept  on,  and  in  this  frame 
of  mind  he  had  nigh  forgotten  the  fact  that  the 
red  foe  had  been  upon  his  track  all  the  while. 


CHAPTER  VIII.— Underground. 

But  what  of  the  mysterious  disappearance  of 
Elbert  Mayo  and  Hurricane  Bill  ?  Certainly  their 
sudden  leave-taking  of  Kit  Carson  on  the  moun¬ 
tainside  needs  a  fair  explanation.  A  moment 
previous  they  had  been  in  the  presence  of  the 
trapper.  In  less  time  than  it  would  take  to  tell 
it  they  had  vanished.  Although  it  looked  like  a 
difficult  matter  to  solve,  the  explanation  really 
was  very  simple.  Near  the  face  of  the  cliffs,  and, 
indeed,  for  some  distance  up  its  face,  there  ex¬ 
tended  a  thick  growth  of  a  peculiar  spongy  moss, 
of  a  tough,  fibrous  and  springy  nature.  Origi¬ 
nally,  hut  a  few  feet  from  the  cliff,  there  had 
existed  a  narrow  opening  or  aperture  like  the 
mouth  of  a  well.  It  was  plenty  large  enough, 
however,  to  admit  of  the  .passage  of  a  man’s 
body. 

The  moss  had  united  its  fibers  and  formed  a 
thick  cover  for  .this  strange  trap.  No  one  would 
have  suspected  that  stepping  upon  the  moss  would 
have  resulted  in  a  fall  through  the  well-like  open¬ 
ing.  But  such  was  a  fact,  and  Elbert  Mayo  was 
tha  first  victim.  Inadvertently  stepping  upon 
the  treacherous  moes  he  shot  out  of  sight  in  an 
Instant  and  before  he  could  make  even  an  outcry. 
Hurricane  Bill  was  the  second  victim.  After 
giving  wav  beneath  Elbert’s  weight  the  fibrous 
substance  had  sprung  back  into  its  place  just  the 
same  as  ever.  The  big  miner  in  looking  for  El¬ 
be  r4.  had  also  stepped  upon  the  moss,  in  an  in¬ 


stant  he  likewise  vanished.  Kit  Carson  was  Lido* 
ier,  and  did  not  fall  into  the  trap. 

Down  shot  Elbert  Mayo,  it  seemed  to  him  an( 
interminable  distance.  He  was  not  falling  liter¬ 
ally  through  space,  but  sliding  down  a  slippery, 
inclined  plane.  Down  he  went  with  great  rapid¬ 
ity.  Then  he  dropped  through  the  air  for  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  possibly  ten  feet,  and  struck  terra  firma 
at  last.  He  was  in  absolute  and  total  darkness. 
He  quickly  picked  himself  up  not  badly  hurt,  but 
a  trifle  bruised  and  shaken  up.  His  first  thought 
naturally  was  to  where  he  had  fallen,  and  sec¬ 
ondly  how  he  was  to  get  out  of  this  place  alive. 

“Jupiter!”  he  gasped,  as  he  picked  himself  up. 
“Where  have  I  struck  now?  What  shall  I  do? 
I  must  be  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth.” 

There  was  a  sudden  clattering  noise  overhead, 
and  then  a  shower  of  stones  came  down.  The 
next  instant  some  heavy  body  followed  and  struck 
at  Elbert’s  feet.  Almost  instantly  a  familiar 
voice  was  heard: 

“Great  ham  bones  an’  little  fishes!  Whar  in 
ther  name  of  Jehosorhnt  and  Jericho  air  we 
now?  Br-u-ugh!  I’m  nigh  shook  to  pieces!  Blow 
me  for  a  cavortin’  old  grizzly  ef  I  ain’t!” 

“Hurricane  Bill!”  cried  Elbert  joyously.  “Is  it 
you?” 

“Doggone  my  old  pelt,  ’tain’t  nobody  else!” 
cried  the  astounded  miner.  “So  yew  are  hyar, 
too,  tenderfoot?  Well,  blast  my  moccasins,  how¬ 
ever  did  we' get  hyar?” 

Elbert  found  a  match  in  his  pocket,  and  lit  it. 
His  eye  chanced  to  alight  upon  a  pitch  pine  fagot 
at  his  feet.  In  a  moment  he  had  seized  and  ap¬ 
plied  fhe  match  to  it.  The  rude  torch  spluttered 
and  blazed,  finally  giving  forth  a  vast  amount  of 
black  smoke  and  some  light.  The  vicinity  now 
became  dimly  visible.  Elbert  saw  that  they  were 
in  a  high  arched  cavern.  Just  over  their  heads 
was  the  aperture  leading  upward  into  the  shelv¬ 
ing  passage  through  which  they  had  descended 
into  the  place.  But  it  was  far  above  their  reach, 
and  even  if  they  could  have  gained  it  there  was 
little  hope  that  they  could  make  their  /way ^up¬ 
ward  to  the  open  air.  It  required  butar' mo¬ 
ment’s  observation  for  both  to  arrive  at  this  con¬ 
clusion. 

“Dang  my  moccasins!”  roared  Hurricane, 
“we’re  in  a  kind  of  a  cave,  lad.  Wharever  it 
leads  to  is  a  question,  but  one  thing  is  sure, 
we  kain’t  go  back  the  way  we  came.” 

“Not  very  well,”  agreed  Elbert.  “I  have  hopes, 
though,  that  this  cave  will  lead  us  out  into  the 
open  air  in  safety.” 

“P’rhaps  it  will,  lad.  Jist  give  a  yell  up  that 
shaft.  Like  enuff  Kit  Carson  might  be  up  thar 
an’  hear  it.” 

“All  right,”  agreed  Elbert,  and  stepping  to  the 
mouth  of  the  shaft  he  gave  a  succession  of  loud 
shouts.  But  no  answer  came  back. 

“I  reckon  it’s  too  far  up  thar,”  philosophized 
Hurricane.  “Waal,  lad,  we’re  in  fer  an  under¬ 
ground  journey.” 

“So  it  seems,”  agreed  Elbert.  “I  only  hope 
that  the  cave  has  an  outlet.” 

“In  course  it  must.” 

“We  will  try.” 

Accordingly,  with  Elbert  leading  the  way,  wi  tH 
the  torch  they  set  out  through  the  passage.  The 
air  was  singularly  dry,  and  Elbert  saw  by  the 
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flickering  of  the  torch  that  there  was  a  current 
of  air  through  the  place.  This  gave  him  in¬ 
creased  courage,  for  it  would  seem  to  indicate 
.that  they  were  not  far  from  an  outlet.  They 
kept  on  with  eager  anticipation.  But  suddenly  a 
sharp  exclamation  came  from  Elbert’s  lips  and 
he  came  to  a  sudden  halt,  ’their  passage  was 
barred.  Not  ten  feet  distant  the  cavern  was  seen 
to  terminate  in  conjunction  %ith  another,  run¬ 
ning  obliquely  across  their  What  was  more 

the  gleam  of  water  was  seen,  and  lifting  his  torch 
high  above  his  head,  Elbert  saw  the  swiftly 
flowing  current  of  an  underground  river. 

“Jinks  an’  Jupiter!”  exploded  Hurricane.  “Now 
we*  are  in  a  fix  an’  no  mistake  about  it.  Hang  it, 
lad,  we’re  done  fer.  We’ll  never  see  ther  top  of 
ther  earth  agin." 

A  groan  escaped  Elbert’s  lips.  He  had  no 
means  of  knowing  how  far  the  river  extended 
toward  the  center  of  the  earth,  nor  what  sort  of 
a  fate  was  in  store  for  them.  To  add  to  the  hor¬ 
rors  of  the  situation,  the  pitchwood  torch  now 
Vegan  to  flicker  and  go  out.  In  a  few  moments 
they  were  in  total  darkness.  The  situation  was 
<truly  a  dismal  one.  Elbert  was  bathed  in  cold 
gweat  from  head  to  foot.  The  big  miner  was  the 
more  philosophical  of  the  two.  He  sat  down  upon 
A  stone,  and  said: 

“Waal,  I’m  pesky  sorry  for  ye,  lad,  for  ye're  a 
young  man.  As  for  myself,  it  don’t  matter  much, 
fer  old  Bill  mought  as  well  go  now  as  enny  time. 
But  it’s  kinder  tough  ter  hev  ter  sit  down  hyar 
an’  starve  ter  death." 

“Neither  will  we  do  it,”  cried  Elbert  deter¬ 
minedly.  “There  is  a  way  for  us  to  escape,  and 
We  will  find  it." 

“I  admire  yer  pluck,  boy,"  declared  the  miner 
sincerely.  “Go  in  an’  win.  I’ll  back  ye  up  fer 
all  I’m  able.” 

“Better  to  trust  ourselves  to  the  current  of  the 
river  than  to  remain  here  and  starve  to  death.” 

“Thar’s  common  sense  in  that,  lad.  Dang  my 
Sculp  ef  you  ain’t  right.  I  ain’t  great  on  the 
jwimmjn’  act,  but  if  ye  think  it’s  best  to  dip, 
Wh^-f^p-%16  will.” 

Before  Elbert  could  reply,  he  received  a  start 
of  surprise.  His  eye  caught  a  distant  glimmer  of 
light  far  up  the  course  of  the  underground  river. 
At  first  it  looked  like  a  star,  but  there  was  a 
halo  around  it,  and  if  moved  in  a  manner  quite 
comprehensive. 

“A  torch!”  cried  Elbert  excitedly.  “Someone 
Ifi  coming  down  the  river.” 

“Jericho!”  gasped  Hurricane,  springing  to  his 
feet.  “What  do  ye  say,  lad?” 

Both  breathlessly  awaited  the  approach  of  the 
star  of  light.  Every  moment  it  drew  nearer.  The 
river  current  was  swift,  and  an  object  upon  its 
bosom  made  rapid  progress.  In  a  short  space  of 
time  our  adventurers  were  able  to  see  and  under¬ 
stand  the  cause  of  the  strange  star  of  light. 


CHAPTER  IX. — In  Red  Bear’s  Den. 

The  light  drew  nearer  every  moment.  It  illu¬ 
minated  the  face  of  the  water  and  the  arches  of 
the  cavern  for  some  distance  about.  Soon  a  dark 
object  was  visible  against  the  background.  The 


sharp  eyes  of  the  watchers  discerned  that  it  was 
a  canoe.  It  held  four  occupants.  By  the  light 
of  the  torch  in  the  bow  their  plumed  heads  be¬ 
trayed  the  fact  that  they  were  Indians.  No 
doubt  they  were  a  part  of  Red  Bear’s  band.  But 
what  were  they  doing  on  the  bosom  of  the  un¬ 
derground  river  and  where  were  they  going? 

Hurricane  Bill  and  Elbert  Mayo  watched  the 
canoe  with  interest  and  a  kind  of  peculiar  fasci¬ 
nation  as  it  went  swiftly  past  their  position.  Two 
of  the  savages  manipulated  the  paddles  with  dex¬ 
terous  hands.  They  sat  like  statues  in  the  light 
craft  and  went  silently  by.  In  a  few  moments 
they  had  gone  from  sight  around  a  bend  in  the 
course  of  the  river.  When  they  had  gone  from 
sight  both  white  men  drew  a  deep  breath  of  re¬ 
lief,  and  Hurricane  was  the  first  to  speak. 

“Waal,  I’ll  be  busted!  I  had  no  idee  that  ye’d 
find  Injuns  in  this  place.  Doggone  it,  what  does 
it  mean?” 

“I  believe  that  I  can  fathom  the  mystery,”  said 
Ebert  slowly. 

“Eh!  How  so,  lad?” 

“Do  you  remember  hearing  Kit  Carson  say  that 
he  believed  that  Red  Bear  had  some  underground 
hiding-place  in  these  hills?” 

Hurricane  clapped  his  hands  vigorously. 

“Right  ye  are,  lad!"  he  cried  excitedly.  “I 
heerd  Kit  say  that  same  thing.”  __ 

“Then  I’ll  wager  that  this  river  is  the  means  of 
entering  that  stronghold.” 

They  looked  at  each  other  a  moment  in  the 
gloom.  Then  Hurricane  said  slowly: 

“I’ve  an  idea.  We’ll  jest  slump  into  ther  wa¬ 
ter  hyar.  Are  ye  a  good  swimmer,  lad?” 

“Yes,  I  can  swim  a  little,”  replied  Elbert,  “but 
in  what  direction  shall  we  go?  To  go  that  way 
from  which  the  canoe  come  would  probably  take 
us  into  the  outer  air.  To  follow  them - ” 

“Why,  in  course,  lad!”  cried  Hurricane  impet¬ 
uously.  “It’s  ther  only  way  we  kin  do.  We  never 
could  swim  agin  that  current,  Jinks  an’  Jupiter! 
I  say,  let’s  slump  in  now.” 

“I  will  follow,”  said  Elbert  quietly. 

Hurricane  Bill  without  another  word  sprang 
into  the  water.  In  a  moment  he  was  far  out  in 
the  current,  and  being  swept  along  by  it. 

“Come  on,  lad!”  he  cried  excitedly.  “We  ain’t 
got  no  time  to  lose!” 


DUl  ruuert  was  not  tar  behind.  He  was  al¬ 
ready  in  the  water,  and  was  soon  swimming  by 
Hurricane  s  side.  It  was  a  daring  chance  they 
were  taking.  They  had  no  means  of  knowing  the 
outcome  of  this  move.  For  all  they  knew  the 
nver  might  carry  them  an  interminable  distance 
into  the  bowels  of  the  earth.  Death  might  await 
them  in  some  mighty  cataract.  But  both  had 
daringly  accepted  the  chance,  and  neither  was 
disposed  to  give  way  to  fear.  The  current  was 
powerful,  ana  they  were  carried  resistlessly  along 
for  a  distance  beyond  their  ken  to  know.  Still  no 
light  broke  the  darkness — no  change  came  to 
relieve  the  monotonous  swirl  and  sweep  of  the 
powerful  current.  They  were  flying  at  rapid 
speed  through  the  high  arched  cavern  being  car 
ned  they  knew  not  whither.  Faster  and  faster 
they  were  swept  on.  and  now  to  the  ears  of  both 

San  C.ifn  ,ommJus’  terrifying  sound.  It  was  the 
dull  thunder  of  rapids  which  they  were  nearing 
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They  were  swimming  quite  near  to  each  other, 
and  Hurricane  was  able  to  shout: 

"Cavortin  grizzlie^J  I  reckon  we’re  in  a  pesky 
bad  stew  now,  lad!  j[f  we  hit  them  rapids  it’ll  be 
&  cooked  goose  fer  us!” 

But  Elbert  Mayo  did  not  reply.  At  that  mo¬ 
ment  he  had  lifted  himself  in  the  water  and 
looked  below  him.  His  heart  almost  stood  still 
with  a  thrilling  discovery.  There  was  visible  far 
below  a  dull  light  like  the  reflection  of  torches 
cr  a  fire  upon  the  cavern  roof.  Were  they  ap¬ 
proaching  the  underground  stronghold?  So  it 
would  seem.  But  before  Elbert  could  communi¬ 
cate  his  thoughts  to  Hurricane,  the  latter  was 
:-\vept  some  yards  away  from  him  by  a  series  of 
whirling  rapids.  With  fearful  swiftness  they 
'-ere  now  swept  along,  and  in  a  very  few  mo¬ 
ments  a  dull  light  was  all  about  them,  making 
objects  upon  the  surface  of  the  water  quite  vis- 
.ble  for  many  yards  about.  Then  Elbert  saw 
that  they  were  swept  into  a  mighty  underground 
lake  or  basin.  To  his  right  and  not  far  distant 
was  a  sandy  shore.  As  far  about  as  he  could  see 
there  was  a  mighty  cavern  dome  overarching  all. 

With  a  few  swift  strokes  he  reached  the  shore 
and  clambered  up  a  little  bank.  He  was  on  terra 
lima  and  could  see  that  this  extended  far  along 
the  snores  of  the  lake  and  into  the  cavern  depths 
beyond.  Shaking  the  water  from  him,  he  gazed 
about  him  a  moment  with  wonderment.  He  saw 
'  ne  details  of  cavern  and  underground  lake,  but 
his  attention  was  diverted  from  this  wonderful 
freak  of  nature  to  a  more  engrossing  and  thrill- 
ing  subject.  The  light  which  flooded  the  entire 
cavern  seemed  to  come  from  a  number  of  large 
jets  of  flame  which  burned  with  incandescent 
brilliancy,  and  which  seemed  to  emanate  from 
crevices  in  the  cavern  floor.  Elbert  was  familiar 
with  the  characteristics  of  natural  gas.  He  real¬ 
ized  that  this  was  the  fuel  by  which  the  fires 
'.ere  kept  burning.  Truly  this  was  a  stronghold 
cf  wonderful  sort,  and  especially  designed  by  na¬ 
ture  for  the  purpose.  Some  distance  beyond  in 
the  cavern  arches  he  saw  the  painted  forms  of 
Indians  moving  about  There  was  no  doubt  but 
that  a  strange  fate  had  left  him  in  the  den  of 
Red  Bear  and  La  Mort,  the  renegade.  Elbert’s 
position  was  such  that  he  could  see  and  not  be 
seen.  He  stood  like  one  in  a  trance  gazing  upon 
the  wonderful  scene  before  him.  All  was  explain¬ 
er  now,  the  ability  Red  Bear  and  his  demons  to 
set  at  defiance  all  attempts  at  capture.  Surely 
t  would  be  almost  beyond  any  human  concep¬ 
tion  to  look  for  such  a  retreat  as  this  in  these 
hills.  Elbert  was  spellbound  for  a  time.  Then 
be  suddenly  remembered  his  position,  and  in¬ 
stinctively  a  thought  came  to  him  of  Hurricane 
Bin.  The  big  miner  had  been  separated  from  him 
r  v  the  swirling  waters.  He  had  not  seen  him 
nnce,  and  in  the  flash  of  an  instant  a  horrible 
fear  swept  over  Elbert  that  harm  had  come  to 
V.f.  big  miner.  If  not,  why  had  he  not  come 
a-hore?  Of  course,  there  was  a  possibility  that 
r  e  nad  landed  upon  the  opposite  shore.  But  El¬ 
bert  did  not  believe  this. 

Oppressed  with  a  dreadful  fear,  he  sprang 
down  to  the  water’s  edge.  He  even  thought  of 
going  into  the  current  again.  But  second  thought 
eat  -f'd  him  that  such  an  tffort  would  be  use- 
(  **ept  the  waste  of  water  with  his  gaze 


in  vain.  Nothing  could  be  seen  of  Bill.  He 
lifted  his  voice  and  shouted: 

“Hullo!  Where  are  you,  Bill?  Answer  me  if 
you  can.” 

No  answer  came  back.  The  roar  of  the  waters 
might  have  drowned  it,  however.  Elbert  wrung 
his  hands  almost  despairingly. 

“Heaven  be  merciful!”  he  moaned.  “I  fear  that 
Bill  is  dead.” 

However,  if  such  was  the  case,  mortal  power 
was  of  no  avail.  Self-preservation  is  ever  strong 
in  the  human  breast,  and  Elbert  returned  to  the 
bank  above.  But  he  had  barely  reached  it  when 
he  was  confronted  with  a  thrilling  sight.  Not 
twenty  yards  from  him,  and  walking  with  bowed 
head  and  graceful  movement,  was  a  young  girl. 
Never  before  in  his  life  had  he  seen  such  won¬ 
drous  feminine  beauty.  But  at  that  moment  she 
lifted  her  eyes  and  saw  him.  The  result  was 
magical. 


CHAPTER  X. — The  Girl  Captive. 

Elbert  Mayo  was  enchained  by  the  loveliness  of 
the  young  girl  he  saw.  As  she  lifted  her 
head  and  their  eyes  met,  it  would  have  been  a 
deep  problem  to  have  told  which  was  the  most 
surprised,  the  most  deeply  impressed.  For  an 
instant  they  faced  each  other  in  speechless  won¬ 
derment.  This  would  have  continued,  ElbeA, 
could  not  say  how  long,  had  it  not  been  for  a 
gruff  voice  in  his  rear: 

“Jinks  an’  Jupiter,  lad!  I  was  mightily  afeerd—  * 
ye’d  gone  down  into  the  deej)  water.  Durned  if 
I  ain’t  glad  to  see  ye!”  \ 

It  was  Hurricane  Bill.  He  had  swam  out  of 
the  lake  and  gained  the  bank.  At  first  he  had 
seen  only  Elbert,  but  as  the  latter  now  turned 
with  a  violent  start  the  big  miner  caught  sight  of 
the  white  captive.  The  effect  upon  him  was  mag¬ 
ical.  He  came  to  a  halt  and  stared  at  her  with 
almost  rude  intensity. 

“Hurricane!”  exclaimed  Elbert,  with  a  gasp. 
“You  are  back  alive!  I  am  glad  ofrthaijU&u-T 
had  feared  that  you  were  dead.”  \ 

Dead!”  replied  the  miner,  in  a  hoarse  whis¬ 
per.  “Not  much— I’m  too  tough  fer  that,  pil¬ 
grim.  But  I  say,  lad,  what  in  ther  name  of  the 
dervishes  d’ye  call  that?” 

The  young  girl  seemed  not  to  lose  any  of  her 
equanimity  by  this  episode,  but  regarded  them 
with  a  quiet  smile,  which  richly  illumined  her 
pale  face,  which  bore  traces  of  sickness  as  yet 
hardly  conquered.  She  waited  until  Hurricane 
had  finished  and  then  she  spoke. 

Friends,  do  you  not  know  that  you  are  in  a1 
very  dangerous  place— the  den  of  your  worst 
foe?” 

“Ah!”  cried  Elbert,  with  a  thrill.  “Then  this 
is  the  stronghold  of  Red  Bear  and  La  Mort'7” 

“It  Is.” 

“But — but  what  brings  you  to  this  vile  co- 
treat  ?”  asked  Elbert,  in  surprise.  “Surely  you 
are  not  related  to  La  Mort?” 

“I  am  his  prisoner,”  declared  the  young  girl 
firmly.  “That  is  all  the  relationship  I  owe  him, 
and  it  is  a  hateful  one.” 

‘Indeed!”  cried  Elbert  eagerly;  “then  we  ara 
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here  to  rescue  you.  Have  you  been  in  his  power 
long?” 

“For  years,”  she  replied.  “In  fact,  since  in¬ 
fancy,  and  I  only  discovered  that  I  was  a  real 
prisoner  but  a  year  ago.” 

Elbert  was  more  surprised  at  this  statement 
than  words  can  express.  However,  he  did  not 
question  the  young  girl  further  upon  this  point, 
not  deeming  it  necessary  at  that  moment,  as  other 
and  more  important  subjects  were  at  hand. 

The  young  girl  gave  a  sharp  little  cry  and  re¬ 
coiled  into  the  deeper  shadows. 

“La  Mort  comes  this  way!”  she  cried.  “Oh,  I 
bid  you  seek  a  hiding-place  and  be  very  careful 
that  he  does  not  see  you,  or  all  is  lost.” 

“Cavortin’  grizzlies!”  growled  Hurricane;  “thar 
comes  ther  pizen  reptile  sure  enough.  I  reckin 
we'd  better  do  what  ther  gal  sez,  boyee.” 

“You’re  right,”  said  Elbert  coolly.  “We  will 
hide  behind  this  angle.  Pardon  me,  Miss - ” 

“You  may  call  me  Eva!”  she  said,  with  a  naive 
smile-  Then  she  stepped  boldly  forth  from  the 
gloom.  The  renegade,  La  Mort,  came  up  to  the 
spot  with  quick  tread,  and  his  evil  eyes  inflamed 
with  a  strange  light,  which  did  not  bode  good  for 
some  one,  were  fixed  in  a  burning  way  upon  the 
girl  captive.  He  came  straight  up  to  her  with  a 
commanding  air  and  rudely  grasped  her  arm. 

“Ah,  my  pretty  mountain  lily!”  he  cried,  in  a 
coarse  manner.  “What  are  ye  doin’  about  hyar? 
Lukin’  fer  a  place  to  git  out,  eh?  Well,  it  ain’t 
hereabout,  I  kin  tell  ye.” 

“I  have  thought  seriously  of  the  depth  of  yon- 
-~-der  dark  pool  of  water,”  she  said,  fastening  her 
repellent  gaze  upon  him;  “the  temptation  has 
been  strong  within  me  to  accept  a  final  escape 
from  this  life  of  misery  and  loathed  captivity  in 
its  bosom.” 

The  renegade  frowned. 

“Now,  talk  sense,  Eva,”  he  said  angrily.  “You 
were  always  satisfied  to  be  with  me  until  the  day 
that  womanly  curiosity  led  ye  to  explore  that 
rosewood  casket  of  mine  an’  read  them  old  let- 
_  ters.  It’s  foolish  ter  think  of  ther  past.” 

can  I  help  but  think  of  it,”  she  cried 
bitterly.  “Did  not  you  steal  me  from  my  own 
dear  mother’s  breast  when  a  babe;  have  I  not 
been  a  wretched  captive  all  these  years  since  ?  Is 
it  not  you,  hateful  wretch  that  you  are,  who 
have  deprived  me  of  the  greatest  joy  of  life,  the 
love  of  my  parents?” 

The  renegade’s  eyes  glittered  dangerously. 

“Tut,  tut,”  he  said,  in  an  ugly  manner.  “Let’s 
have  no  more  of  these  tantrums.  Ye  might  as 
\flell  fergit  the  past.” 

"Forget  it?  Never!” 

A  curse  dropped  from  La  Mort’s  lips. 

“Confound  ye,  ye’re  gittin’  more  mulish  every 
day!”  he  growled,  “an’  I  don’t  like  it.  It’s  got  to 
stop,  or  I’ll  kill  ye,  gal.  I  will,  upon  my  honor. 
Cum  along  with  me.” 

He  laid  a  rude  grasp  upon  the  young  girl’s 
arm.  It  was  a  harsh  grasp  and  wrung  a  cry  of 
pain  from  her  lips.  The  incidents  that  followed 
were  swift,  startling  and  quick  in  order.  As  a 
listener  behind  the  angle,  Elbert  Mayo  had  con¬ 
trolled  himself  as  well  as  he  could."  No  longer 
able  to  do  this,  he  made  a  swift  and  decisive 
action 


“Hound!”  he  cried,  darting  from  his  covert. 
“Unhand  the  lady!” 

With  a  panther-like  leap  Elbert  reached  the 
villain’s  side  and  planted  a  tremendous  blow  upon 
his  jaw.  La  Mort  was  staggered  with  the  force 
of  the  blow,  and  nearly  went  down.  His  aston¬ 
ishment  at  the  moment  must  have  been  great. 
But  it  was  not  a  time  to  give  way  to  surprise. 
Quick  as  thought,  the  villain  gave  a  wild  yell  of 
warning,  and  whipping  a  revolver  from  his  belt, 
fired  point-blank  at  Elbert  Thsrt  moment  would 
have  been  the  youth’s  last  but  for  Hurricane  Bill. 
The  big  miner  had  divined  the  renegade’s  move  in 
a  flash,  and  being  on  hand,  struck  up  the  revolver 
muzzle.  The  bullet  went  crashing  into  the  cav¬ 
ern  roof  without  doing  any  one  harm.  The  next 
moment  Hurricane  and  the  renegade  were  en¬ 
gaged  in  a  deadly  combat.  Wrapped  in  each 
other’s  embrace,  they  fought  like  wild  beasts. 
Both  were  powerful  men  and  neither  seemed  for 
a  time  to  hold  any  advantage.  Meanwhile  the 
pistol  shot  had  been  heard  by  the  savages  near 
the  natural  gas  fire,  and  they  were  coming  in  a 
body  through  the  cavern  arches.  The  position 
was  a  thrilling  one.  Elbert  joined  Hurricane  in 
his  struggle  with  La  Mort,  and  a  blow  on  the 
head  rendered  the  renegade  insensible.  No  time 
was  to  be  lost.  A  desperate  move  was  only  in 
order  now.  Neither  Hurricane  nor  Elbert  knew 
what  the  cavern  depths  were,  but  seizing  Eva's 
arm,  the  young  man  cried: 

“We  are  here  to  rescue  you.  Come  with  us!” 

Like  one  in  a  trance,  the  girl  captive  allowed 
herself  to  be  led  away.  Into  the  gloom  of  the 
cavern  depths  they  plunged.  They  knew  not 
where  it  might  lead  them.  But  they  little  reck¬ 
oned  so  long  as  it  was  to  liberty.  At  least  it 
could  do  no  harm  to  make  the  attempt.  So  half 
carrying  the  fair  girl  captive,  Elbert  and  Hurri¬ 
cane  plunged  on.  But  exciting  adventures  were 
close  upon  them. 


CHAPTER  XI. — Out  of  the  Cavern. 

Elbert  and  Hurricane  supported  Eva  as  well 
as  they  could  in  that  mad^  flight.  They  had 
taken  a  direction  directly  away  from  the  under¬ 
ground  river.  They  could  hear  the  savages  be¬ 
hind  them.  Once  the  stentorian  voice  of  La 
Mort  was  heard,  and  was  evidence  that  he  had 
recovered  from  his  swoon  and  was  also  upon, 
their  track.  They  knew  not  where  their  foot¬ 
steps  were  carrying  them.  There  was  only  the 
one  paramount  impulse  to  get  away  from  the 
spot,  anywhere,  so  lofig  as  it  would  take  them  to 
a  place  of  safety.  Eva  was  half  fainting  in  her 
gi eat  excitement,  and  the  two  men  literally  car- 
1  led  -ier.  It  did  not  seem  as  if  they  could  pos¬ 
sibly  escape,  but  they  kept  on  in  the  utter  dark¬ 
ness  until  suddenly  Elbert  felt  a  draught  of  air 
?,n  ,  s. .  ,ce;  It.  immediately  impressed  him  with 
tie  belief  that  it  must  lead  to  the  outer  air.  Ho 
turned  in  that  direction  and  ran  on  with  all 
speed. 

‘  Oh,  Heaven  be  praised!”  Eva  exclaimed  ful- 
somely  as  she  drew  in  a  deep  breath  and  was 
levived  by  the  fresh  air;  “this  is  the  nearest  to 
liberty  that  I  have  ever  been.  I  trust  that  a 
harsh  fate  will  not  snatch  it  from  me.” 
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“Not  if  we  can  help  it,”  cried  Elbert  cheer- 
ingly.  “Keep  up  a  good  heart,  Miss  Eva.  We 
will  see  you  restored  to  your  friends  or  parents, 
if  such  a  thing  is  possible.” 

“I  do  believe  you,  and  that  you  are  noble  and 
good,”  she  replied,  with  warmth.  “I  can  never  * 
repay  you.” 

“Jinks  an’  Jupiter!”  growled  bluff  old  Hurri¬ 
cane,  as  he  averted  his  gaze  with  a  suspicious 
moisture  in  his  eyes.  “I  ain’t  much  on  ther  talk, 
miss,  but  I  kin  tell  yer  that  my  heart  is  in  ther 
right  place  an’  I’ll  back  up  what  this  young  gent 
says — I  will,  I  swear  I  will!” 

“I  thank  you  both,”  the  young  girl  replied 
warmly.  “But  I  fear  that  we  are  not  yet  wholly 
out  of  danger.” 

“By  no  mean3,”  agreed  Elbert.  “We  must  yet 
move  with  great  precaution.  If  we  are  fortu¬ 
nate  enough  to  get  out  of  this  cavern  alive,  I 
would  suggest  that  you  at  once  permit  us  to 
take  you  to  Black  Gulch.” 

“I  will  trust  myself  wholly  to  you,”  she  re¬ 
plied. 

“Once  there,”  said  Elbert,  “you  will  be  safe, 
for  you  will  be  under  the  protection  of  the  vigi¬ 
lantes.  Then  you  can  advertise  in  Eastern  papers 
for  your  relatives.” 

“Ah,  if  he  would  only  do  so,  La  Mort  could  tell 
me  just  who  my  parents  are  and  where  I  can  find 
them.” 

“Rest  assured  he  will  never  do  that,”  declared 
Elbert.  “Ah,  what  i3  that?  A  streak  of  light 
ahead.” 

So  it  seemed,  the  dim  light  of  the  sky.  But 
they  were  nearer  the  cavern  exit  than  they  had 
dreamed,  for  it  was  a  night  sky  they  saw,  and 
darkness  enwrapped  the  universe  as  they  came 
out  into  the  open  air.  They  were  upon  a  high 
spur  of  the  mountain,  and  far  below  the  deep 
wooded  valleys  lay  somber  and  weird  in  their 
blackness.  A  few  stars  alone  served  to  shed 
feeble  light  down  upon  the  landscape. 

“Where  are  we?”  was  Elbert’s  question. 

But  Hurricane  Bill  took  a  few  steps  along  the 
mountain  wall,  and  then  with  a  sharp  exclamation 
pointed  downward  to  where  some  lights  were 
twinkling  miles  away. 

“That  is  Black  Gulch!”  he  declared. 

“Black  Gulch!”  cried  Elbert,  with  a  thrill  of 
joy.  “Heaven  be  praised!  Then  we  are  not  far 
from  the  old  trail?” 

“Whist!”  Hurricane  exclaimed,  in  a  whisper. 
“Look  out,  friends!  Thar’s  squalls  ahead.” 

Instantly  Elbert  drew  nearer  to  Eva  and  held 
his  rifle  ready  for  use. 

“What  is  it,  Bill?”  he  whispered. 

“Injuns!” 

“Where?” 

"All  about  us.  We’re  in  a  reg’lar  nest  of  ’em. 

This  was  alarming  news  indeed.  For  a  mo¬ 
ment  Elbert  Mayo  was  overcome  with  despair. 

“It  must  be  that  these  hills  are  alive  with 
Apaches,”  he  muttered.  “I  never  saw  so  many 
In  one  place  before  in  my  life.” 

But  Elbert  was  not  the  first  one  who  had  re- 
irarkcd  upon  this  singular  fact.  Kit  Carson  him- 
■elf  had  commented  upon  it,  as  the  reader  will 
r'  rr.rmber  in  a  previous  chapter.  Hurricane  Bill 
an  old  woodsman,  and  he  had  not  been  slow 


to  discover  the  true  state  of  affairs  at  once,  nor 
to  devise  a  clever  and  suitable  plan  of  action.  In 
the  mountainside  there  was  a  little  niche  or  break 
in  the  solid  rock.  Into  this  he  led  Eva. 

“Jes’  keep  right  in  this  one  place  an’  don’t 
make  a  bit  of  noise,”  he  said,  in  a  whisper.  “Now, 
lad,  ye  come  with  me.” 

“And  leave  her  here  alone?”  objected  the  youth. 

“I  reckon  it’s  our  only  way,”  declared  the  big 
miner.  “If  we  don’t  do  it  we’ll  be  throwing  up 
ther  sponge  pooty  quick.” 

“But — she  is  unprotected.” 

“He  is  right,”  said  Eva  softly.  “Harm  will  not 
be  likely  to  come  to  me  here.  You  will  divert  the 
attention  of  the  savages.  See?” 

“Exactly!”  exclaimed  old  Bill  hoarsely.  “I  kin 
see  that  you  know  suthin’  of  woodcraft,  gal. 
Cum  along,  now,  boyee,  an’  make  no  more  talk 
about  it.” 

Elbert  could  not  demur  after  this,  and  at  once 
followed  the  Hurricane.  Together  they  made 
their  wav  silently  and  stealthily  along  the  moun¬ 
tain  wall.  Very  soon  they  came  to  a  halt,  how¬ 
ever,  and  Hurricane  drew  Elbert  silently  back 
against  the  mountainside. 

“Easy!”  he  whispered.  “Make  no  noise  on  yer 
life.” 

They  were  not  a  moment  too  soon.  Out  of  the 
gloom  came  six  silent,  shadowy  forms.  Creeping 
along  catlike  and  noiselessly,  their  forms  were 
outlined  against  the  murky  sky.  By  their  tufted 
heads  and  blanketed  forms  it  could  be  seen  that 
they  were  Apaches.  Six  of  them  were  mounted, 
and  one  by  one  they  crept  within  touching  dis¬ 
tance  of  our  two  friends.  Elbert,  crouching 
against  the  rock,  could  feel  his  heart  beating  like 
a  trip  hammer.  Silently  and  stealthily  the  six 
men  crept  by.  Soon  the  gloom  hid  their  forms 
from  view.  With  a  deep  breath  Hurricane  arose. 
But  before  he  could  make  action,  sinewy  figures 
clutched  his  throat,  and  a  wild,  Indian  yell  went 
up  on  the  night  air  of  the  gorge. 


CHAPTER,  Xn. — The  Trio  Together  Agam?*^ 

Exhausted  nature  and  the  fact  that  Kit  had 
lost  his  best  friend,  Midnight,  got  the  best  of 
him  at  last.  He  sought  the  cover  of  a  fringe  of 
pines  just  above  his  position.  Here,  being  some¬ 
what  fatigued,  he  paused  for  a  time  to  rest.  An 
unconquerable  sense  of  drowsiness  came  over 
him.  He  strove  to  fight  it  off,  but  in  vain.  He 
soon  became  convinced  that  he  must  yield  to  it. 
Accordingly,  he  sought  a  retired  nook  among  the 
pines,  where  he  knew  that  he  could  rest  secure, 
and  stretching  himself  out,  was  almost  instantly 
fast  asleep.  When  at  length  he  awoke,  all  was 
darkness  about  him.  He  sprang  to  his  feet, 
inclined  to  chide  himself  for  having  slept  so  long. 

Quickly  pulling  himself  together,  the  trapped 
prepared  to  take  leave  of  the  spot.  Ho  was  much 
restored,  and  felt  well  able  to  cope  with  the  emer¬ 
gencies  now  before  him.  First  of  all  he  was  de¬ 
termined  to  satisfy  himself  upon  on<  point,  and 
that  was  as  to  the  mysterious  disappearance  of 
Hurricane  Bill  and  Elbert  Mayo.  It  was  as  dark 
as  Erebus  on  the  mountainside,  yet  the  trapper 
felt  confident  that  he  could  find  the  den  reef  lo- 
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cality.  Accordingly,  he  set  out  along  the  moun¬ 
tain.  He  made  his  way  noiselessly  along,  well 
aware  that  he  was  treading  upon  dangerous 
ground,  and  apt  at  any  moment  to  run  upon  one 
or  more  of  the  savages.  For  a  mile  or  more  he 
made  his  way  gradually  upward  in  this  manner. 
Thus  far  he  had  met  with  no  sign  of  the  red  foe. 
But  suddenly  he  came  upon  a*  series  of  thrilling 
experiences.  He  came  to  an  instinctive  halt. 
It  was  intuition  beyond  all  doubt  which  suddenly 
apprised  him  of  the  nearness  of  the  foe.  His 
acute  and  trained  hearing  had  detected  the  fact. 
And  the  sequel  was  swift  and  brief.  Suddenly 
there  was  the  brief  sound  of  a  scuffle  at  a  ppint 
upon  the  mountainside  just  above  his  head.  The 
next  instant  a  wild  Indian  yell  went  up  on  the 
night  air,  and  a  dark  form  came  hurtling  down 
through  space  and  fell  at  the  trapper’s  feet.  The 
yell  was  answered  by  a  chorus,  and  Kit  saw  in 
the  dim  light  above  a  legion  of  savage  forms 
swarming  up  the  mountainside.  Instinctively  he 
bent  down  and  examined  the  body  at  his  feet.  It 
was  that  of  an  Apache  warrior  in  full  war  paint. 
A  knife  was  sticking  in  his  breast.  Kit  under¬ 
stood  the  whole  situation.  The  hand  of  some  be¬ 
sieged  white  man  had  placed  the  knife  there,  be¬ 
yond  doubt. 

But  who  was  the  imperiled  one?  Instinctively 
the  trapper’s  sympathies  went  out  to  him.  Of 
course  it  was  his  duty  to  help  him  if  possible.  So 
he  began  to  creep  stealthily  up  the  mountainside. 
But  he  had  not  gone  ten  feet  when  another  dra¬ 
matic  incident  occurred.  Sharp  upon  the  air  of 
the  gorge  there  arose  a  voice: 

'  “Jinks  an’  Jupiter!  Great  guns  an’  little  guns! 
They’re  thicker  nor  flies  in  August,  boyee.  Hang 
on  like  a  Tartar;  we’ll  spile  their  stew  yet,  if  I 
live!” 

“Hurricane!”  gasped  Kit;  “that  is  certainly  his 
voice  and  he’s  yet  alive,  and  that  must  be  Mayo 
with  him.  But  they’re  in  hard  sleddin’  or  my 
name  ain’t  Carson.” 

The  next,  moment  the  trapper  saw  struggling 
forms  above.  Then  wild  yells  followed  and  hard 
bows. 

for  it.  boyee,”  roared  Hurricane,  for  he 
it  was,  in  the  position  in  which  we  left  him  in  a 
previous  chapter.  “Make  a  streak  fer  tall  tim¬ 
ber.  Thar’s  too  many  on  ’em  fer  us.” 

Kit  rushed  up  the  slope.  It  was  his  intention 
to  aid  his  friends,  but  when  he  reached  the  up¬ 
per  trail  they  were  farther  around  the  mountain 
wall,  leading  the  Apaches  a  lively  chase.  Kit 
would  have  followed,  but  at  that  moment  he  felt 
a  touch  upon  his  arm.  He  wheeled  about  and 
was  given  the  most  astounding,  surprise  of  his 
life.  In  spite  of  the  gloom  he  easily  saw  the 
outlines  of  a  female  form  standing  before  him. 


CHAPTER  Xni. — A  Deadly  Duel. 

For  a  moment  Kit  was  too  utterly  amazed  to 
epeak.  There  was  no  mistake.  A  slender  female 
form  stood  before  him.  What  did  it  mean  ?  How 
came  she  here  now  at  this  thrilling  time  and 
place?  He  was  too  much  amazed  to  find  a  logi¬ 
cal  answer  himself.  He  simply  stood  spellbound. 
But  she  spoke  and  relieved  Ms  embarrassment. 


“Pardon  me,  but  you  are  a  white  man,  and  l 
know  you  must  be  a  friend.” 

“A  friend!”  gasped  Kit.  “Ay,  to  the  death,  but 
— who  are  you?” 

“I  am  Eva.”  . 

“Eva?” 

“Yes,  that  is  the  only  name  I  have  ever  known. 
La  Mort  will  not  tell  me  more  about  myself.  I 
have  been  in  his  charge  many  years.  But  I  know 
I  have  dear  parents  somewhere,  and  I  long  to  go 
to  them.” 

Kit  drew  a  deep  breath.  In  an  instant  he  un¬ 
derstood  that  this  was  the  young  girl  whom  he 
had  seen  in  the  invalid’s  couch  at  the  cabin  home 
of  the  renegade.  His  heart  gave  a  wild  leap, 

“How  did  you  come  here?”  he  asked  excitedly. 
“Explain  all  to  me.” 

“I  was  brought  here  by  two  brave  men,  one  of 
whom  called  himself  Hurricane  and  the  other  El¬ 
bert.” 

“Ah,  I  see,”  cried  the  trapper,  “they  have  left 
you  here  while  they  are  drawing  the  savages  away 
in  another  direction.” 

“I  was  told  to  hide  in  that  niche,”  replied  Eva, 
“but  I  saw  you  come  up,  and  knowing  you  to  be 
a  friend,  I  thought  I  would  speak  to  you.” 

“I  am  more  than  glad  that  you  did,”  cried  Kit. 
“It  was  a  wise  move.  Yes,  I  am  your  friend,  Eva, 
and  I  will  look  out  for  you.  Do  not  fear  for 
that.” 

“Oh,  I  thank  you,”  she  said  fervently;  “but  wilt 
not  harm  come  to  them?  I  will  remain  here 
while  you  go  to  help  them.” 

“I  will  return  for  you  then  very  quickly,”  sail 
Kit.  “I  would  beg  you  to  keep  well  secluded  in 
that  thar  hole  in  ther  rock.” 

“I  will,”  she  replied  softly.  “Have  no  fear  for 
me.” 

She  slipped  back  to  the  niche  in  the  rock.  But 
she  had  barely  reached  it  when  a  little  thrilling 
scream  escaped  her  lips.  She  recoiled  to  Kit’s 
side.  A  dark  form  had  glided  out  of  the  gloom 
and  confronted  her.  A  harsh  voice  grated: 

“Hussy!  how  dared  ye  leave  me  in  this  way? 
I’ll  kill  ye  for  it!” 

It  was  La  Mort,  the  renegade.  He  stood  quiv¬ 
ering  with  rage  and  hatred  before  Kit  Carson  and 
the  girl.  The  latter  seemed  overcome  with  ter¬ 
ror,  but  Kit’s  hand  rested  upon  his  knife  hilt  and 
he  faced  the  enemy  coolly. 

“Stand  back,  Rodney  La  Mort,”  he  said,  in  a 
terrible  voice.  “I  give  ye  fair  warnin’.  I’m  this 
gal’s  purtector.” 

La  Mort  muttered  a  deep  curse. 

“Curse  ye,  Kit  Carson!  This  ar  ther  second 
time  ye’ve  crossed  my  track,  an’  I’ll  make  it  ther 
last.” 

“Ther  world  is  blacker  by  yer  existence  in  it,” 
gritted  Kit,  “an’  ther  sooner  yer  put  out  of  it 
ther  better,  yer  limb  of  Satan.  I'll  not  feel  a 
pang  of  conscience  to  kill  ye  even  as  I  would  a 
rattlesnake.” 

“No  one  kin  talk  to  Rodney  La  Mort  like  that 
an’  live!” 

“Bah!  Spare  yer  threats!” 

“Curse  ye,  I  owe  ye  one  for  that  brand  ye  give 

me  years  ago.  Now  is  ther  time  to  square  ac¬ 
counts.” 

“As  ye  please!” 
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“I  reckon  as  how  ye’re  much  interested  in  that 
gal  by  yer  side  thar?”  sneered  the  villain.  “Ye’d 
like  moughty  well  to  know  who  she  is,  I  reckon?” 

“I  shall  learn  it  yet,”  replied  Kit. 

“P’raps  ye  will,  but  I  kin  tell  ye  that  I’m  ther 
only  man  in  existence  who  knows  of  that.” 

“Then  you’re  a  lying,  mean  hound  an’  a  coy¬ 
ote,  that  ye  don’t  do  ther  fair  thing  by  ther  gal,” 
retorted  Kit.  “If  ye  know  who  she  is,  why  don’t 
ye  return  hbr  to  her  own?” 

“It  don’t  suit  my  purpose,”  gritted  La  Mort. 
“Thar  has  bin  a  time  in  my  life  when  revenge  has 
been  sweet.” 

“Revenge  is  a  mean  spirit,”  said  Kit  coolly. 
“Nobody  but  a  coward  will  take  it  in  ther  man¬ 
ner  you  do.” 

“So  you  think  I’m  a  coward,  Kit  Carson?” 

“I  know  it.” 

“Then  I’ll  prove  to  ye  that  yer  wrong.  This 
is  a  battle  to  ther  death.  I  give  you  fair  warn¬ 
ing.  We’ll  not  quit  till  one  or  t’other  is  done 
fer” 

“Agreed!” 

The  two  stalwart  foes  faced  each  other.  But 
before  they  could  make  a  move  forward  Eva,  with 
a  scream  of  terror,  sprang  between  them. 

“No,  no,  no!”  she  shrieked  wildly.  “You  must 
not  fight.  Oh,  you  will  be  killed,  sir,”  to  Kit, 
“and  it  will  be  on  my  account.  I  will  not  have 
it.  You  must  not  fight.” 

“Get  outen  ther  way,  gal!”  gritted  La  Mort. 

Eva,  with  white  face  and  prayerful  lips,  drew 
back.  She  could  not  watch  the  horrid  contest, 
and  turned  her  head.  The  glistening  knives 
clashed  in  mid-air.  Their  gleam  was  like  a  flash 
of  light  upon  the  murky  air.  Up  and  down  they 
rose  and  fell  with  rhythmic  clash  and  cadence. 
Both  men  were  experts  with  the  bowie  knife. 

That  was  a  thrilling  and  a  tragic  contest  upon 
that  dark  mountain  trail.  Truly  the  stars  never 
looked  down  upon  a  fiercer  or  harder  fought  one. 
For  a  time  the  vantage  lay  with  neither,  but  soon, 
owing  to  some  strange  faintness  which  oppressed 
him,  Kit  became  singularly  aware  that  his 
strength  was  giving  way.  A  chill  came  over  him 
as  he  realized  it.  On  the  other  hand,  the  rene¬ 
gade  seemed  to  realize  that  he  was  tiring  his 
opponent.  He  followed  up  the  advantage  with  a 
victorious  yell.  At  the  moment  they  were  near 
the  brow  of  a  precipice,  and  Kit,  not  seeing  the 
danger,  sprang  back  to  avoid  an  onslaught,  and 
in  an  instant  was  over  the  edge  There  was  a 
hurtling  rush  through  the  air,  the  thud  of  a 
falling  body,  and  a  wild  cry  of  triumph  from  the 
renegade’s  lips. 


CHAPTER  XIV. — Discussing  a  Serious  Question. 


Victory  had  sided  with  the  wicked  La  Mort. 
Tne  renegade  rushed  to  the  verge  of  the  preci¬ 
pice  and  peered  over.  All  was  darkness  and  si- 
lf  nee  below;  no  sound  came  therefrom. 

He  turned  to  the  spot  where  Eva  had  stood. 
r;  o  r  -  surprise  her  form  was  not  upright  where 
‘  h a  been.  She  lay  in  a  little  unconscious  heap 


upon  the  ground. 

*<  jt.  she’s  fainted!”  he  gritted.  “Waal, 
1  like  a  woman.  I’ll  take  her  back  to  the 

C 


He  bent  down  and  lifted  her  light  form  in  hia 
arms.  Then  he  strode  away  around  the  moun¬ 
tainside.  The  fall  sustained  by  Kit  Carson  waa 
by  no  means  a  light  one.  It  was  only  by  a  seem¬ 
ing  miracle  that  his  life  was  spared.  In  going 
over  the  ledge  a  quantity  of  loose  rock  was  dis¬ 
lodged.  A  piece  of  this  striking  him  on  the  head 
had  produced  insensibility.  He  knew  not  what 
followed.  Halfway  down  the  face  of  the  preci¬ 
pice  was  a  thick  projecting  growth  of  scrub  oaks. 
Into  this  his  body  fell.  For  a  moment  it  seemed 
likely  to  break  through  the  barrier,  but  the  stout 
oaks  held,  and  there  he  hung  between  heaven  and 
earth,  saved  in  a  marvelous  manner  from  a  hor¬ 
rible  death.  When  he  came  to  the  sun  was  shin¬ 
ing  in  his  face.  The  night  had  passed  and  day¬ 
light  had  come.  The  trapper’s  first  sensations 
upon  coming  to  were  very  vague.  For  a  time  he 
could  not  realize  where  he  was  or  what  had  hap¬ 
pened.  Then  slowly  a  recollection  came  back. 
He  realized  his  position  with  a  peculiar  thrill. 
The  brow  of  the  precipice  was  twenty  feet  above. 

It  was  truly  a  desperate  situation.  In  his  ex¬ 
tremity,  however,  Kit  suddenly  heard  voices  over 
his  head.  Looking  up,  he  was  amazed  to  see  two 
white  faces  peering  over  the  edge. 

“Kit  Carson!”  yelled  an  astonished  voice. 

The  two  above  were  no  others  than  Hurricane 
Bill  and  Elbert  Mayo.  Chased  by  the  savages  all 
night  long,  they  had  scouted  about  in  the  forest. 
When  morning  came  they  shook  their  red  pur¬ 
suers  and  returned  to  look  for  some  trace  of  Eva 
where  they  had  left  her.  Of  course  they  found 
her  missing. 

“Thank  God,  it  is  you!”  cried  the  trapper  glad¬ 
ly.  “This  is  luck.  I  was  near  giving  out.” 

“Thunder  an’  guns!”  roared  Hurricane,  “how 
did  ye  git  thar,  Kit?” 

“Help  me  up  an’  I’ll  tell  ye  all,”  replied  the 
trapper. 

“In  course  we  will.” 

The  next  moment  a  lariat  came  down  over  the 
edge  of  the  cliff.  Kit  lost  no  time  in  fastening 
it  about  his  waist.  Then  Hurricane  and  Elbert 
quickly  drew  him  up  to  safety.  The  meeting  was 
a  warm  and  joyous  one.  Of  course  an  exchange 
of  experiences  was  in  order.  Hurwane  andL  E1 
bert  were  not  a  little  shocked  to  learn  how  Eva 
had  again  fallen  into  the  clutches  of  La  Mort. 
But  Kit  was  himself  amazed  at  the  wonderful 
explanation  by  Hurricane  and  Mayo  of  their  mys¬ 
terious  disappearance  that  day  on  the  cliff.  It 
seemed  to  the  trapper  almost  past  comprehen¬ 
sion. 

“An’  ther  renegade  an’  Red  Bear  have  a  den  in 
the  heart  of  this  mountain?”  he  asked  incredu¬ 
lously. 

“Yes,”  replied  Elbert. 

“By  ther  great  horn-spoon!  I  wouldn’t  hav« 
believed  it.  Hyar  I’ve  tramped  these  hills  fer  ft 
year  past,  an’  I  never  yit  seed  any  indication  ox 
a  cave.” 

“It’s  ther  solemn  gospel  truth,”  averred  Hurri¬ 
cane.  “An’  it’s  my  ’pinyun  that  the  pesky  var¬ 
mint  has  taken  ther  gal  back  thar.” 

“What  shall  we  do,  then?”  asked  Elbert. 

“Hold  yer  hosses  an’  keep  cool.  Ther  vilyuji 
ain’t  goin’  to  do  ther  gal  any  hurt,  fer  it  wonfl 
be  ter  his  interest.  1  only  wish  I  could  git  4 
hold  of  that  paper  that  skunk  Vallandro  stol# 
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•om  me  that  night.  I  reckon  how  it  would  ex- 
lain  some  matters  concerning  this  same  gab 

Eibert  Mayo  gave  a  great  start.  He  was  fa- 
liliar  with  the  story  of  Albert  Kershaw,  and  his 
fuel  murder  by  La  Mort.  An  inspiration,  the 
ame  as  had  come  to  Kit,  also  swept  ov  er  him. 
/hat  if  there  was  really  some  connection  be- 
ween  the  mystery  of  the  girl  Eva's  life  and  the 
tory  told  by  Albert  Kershaw  ?  The  young  mm§r 
ms  deeply  impressed. 

-Kit  Carson!”  he  said  impressively,  do  yer 
now,  1  actually  believe  that  you  have  struck  the 
evnote  of  this  whole  affhir?” 

“Well,”  said  the  trapper  meditatively,  it  s  not 
mpossible  that  thar’s  ther  place  ter  look  fer  the 
learmg  up  of  the  mystery.” 

“I  agree  with  you!”  cried  Elbert. 

“But,”  pursued  the  trapper,  “ther  fust  an’  best 
hing  fer  us  to  do  is  to  wipe  out  this  pizen  nest 
if  sarpints  an’  hang  Red  Bear  an  ther  oranded 
enegade,  La  Mort.” 

“Whoop  her  up!”  yelled  the  big  miner,  waving 
tis  arms  excitedly.  “Lin  with  ye,  brother  ph- 
jlims.  Hyar’s  my  hand  an’  it’s  an  honest  one  if 
t  ain’t  a  clean  one>  Stdrt  ther  wheels  a-goin’, 
rents,  an’  I’m  a  rip-roarin’,  rearin’  old  shagbark 
>f  I  don’t  do  my  part  pretty,  an’  somebody  else  s, 


.00. 

Kit  stroked  his  beard  thoughtfully  a  moment. 
Then  he  replied:  . 

“I  dunno  as  I  have  any  great  plan,  but  it  is 
ny  ’pinyun  that  ye  c-an  fight  Injuns  in  only  way. 
Thar’s  only  jist  one  way  to  beat  an  Injun,  an 
shat  is  ter  take  him  at  his  own  game.  Ye  can 
3e&t*^m~tbat  way  an’  no  other.”  _ 

•''“Thar’s  a  powerful  heap  ,o’  sense  in  that, ^  de- 
:!ared  Hurricane.  “I  b’leeve  yer  right,  Kit.” 

“I  hope  so,”  rejoined  the  trapper.  “A.n’  I 
think  we  kin  find  a  plan  yit  to  circumvent  them 
chaps.  But  fust  thing,  let’s  change  base,  fer  if 
I’m  not  mistaken,  we’re  in  an  exposed  place 
hyar.” 

‘“Yer  right,”  cried  Hurricane. 

But  before  he  could  say  more  there  was  a  wild 
whoop  from  the  mountainside  above,  followed  by 
a  rattling  volley  of  rifle  balls.  Our  friends  were 
t-ak_en  N\Thoilv_hv  surprise,  and  Hurricane  sank 
Mown  in  a~heap  upon  the  verge  of  the  precipice. 
One  of  the  bullets  had  struck  the  big  miner.  The 
situation  bid  fair  to  become  a  desperate  one. 


CHAPTER  XV. — Surrounded  by  Indians. 

Hurricane  Bill  had  sank  down  upon  the  ground 
after  that  rifle  volley.  It  was  evident  that  he 
had  been  shot.  A  swift  thrill  of  horror  swept 
over  both  Kit  and  Elbert.  For  a  moment  they 
fancied  that  the  big  miner  had  got  his  death 
wound.  But  Hurricane  was  upon  his  feet  the 
next  instant,  and  seeing  the  expression  upon  the 
faces  of  his  friends,  cried: 

“Never  mind  me,  pards.  It  was  only  jist  a 
scratch,  that  was  all.  Break  fer  cover  fer  yer 
lives.” 

They  retreated  down  the  mountainside  and 
Bought  cover.  Here  they  looked  at  Hurricane’s 
wound. 

The  big  miner  drew  back  his  hunting-shirt 


and  showed  the  wound.  It  Was  the  glancing  of 
the  bullet  along  a  rib.  It  was  a  narrow  escape, 
for  had  not  the  bone  carried  the  ball  away,  it 
would  have  penetrated  to  a  vital  part.  Kit 
grasped  the  big  miner’s  hand. 

“By  the  great  horn  spoon!”  he  cried,  with  feel¬ 
ing,  -I’m  glad  it  wasn’t  wus3,  Bill.  I  should  hate 
to  see  ye  pass  in  yer  chips.” 

‘“I  thank  ye,  pard,”  replied  the  big  bluff  miner. 
“I  know  that  Kit  Carson  was  alius  a- friend  of 
mine.” 

“Alius!”  declared  Kit  warmly.  “Ye  kin  depend 
on  that,  Bill.  But,  neow,  how  about  matters? 
What’ll  we  do  with  these  reds  ?  ” 

“I  think  we  ought  to  change  our  position  pretty 
quick,”  declared  Elbert.  “It  seems  to  me  that 
they  will  surround  us  if  we  do  not.” 

“I  reckon  ther  boyee  is  right,”  agreed  Bill, 
“Ah,  git  to  kiver,  lads,  as  quick  as  iver  ye  kin.” 

The  cause  of  the  miner’s  exclamation  was  a 
shower  of  rifle  balls  which  came  whistling 
through  the  trees.  The  redskins  secreted  on  the 
mountainside  had  located  their  position,  and  there 
was  much  danger  of  being  struck  down  by  a 
stray  bullet.  A  change  of  base  was  certainly 
necessary.  But  just  how  to  make  this  was 
problem  not  easily  solved.  Elbert  was  crouching 
behind  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  Kit  was  lying  flat  on 
the  ground,  and  Hurricane  was  crouched  behind 
a  bowlder.  Of  course,  the  bullets  of  the  foe  could 
not  reach  them  just  yet,  but  the  Indians  might 
make  a  move  at  any.  moment  to  encircle  their 
position.  Indeed,  this  was  just  what  they  were 
endeavoring  'to  do,  unknown  to  the  white  men. 
The  first  intimation  of  it  was  awarded  Kit  when 
he  suddenly  heard  the  sound  of  a  falling  bowlder 
rolling  down  the  mountainside  below,  as  dis¬ 
placed  lucklessly  by  the  footstep  of  some  unwary 
savage.  He  realized  in  an  instant  that  they  were 
being  surrounded.  He  turned  a  startled  face  to 
Bill. 

“Pard,  we’re  in  fer  a  scrimmage,”  he  declared. 

Hurricane  nodded  his  head. 

“It  looks  powerful  like  it,”  he  deplared.  “Waal, 
’tain’t  ther  fust  one,  eh,  pard?” 

“Ye’re  right,1 ”  declared  Kit  grimly.  “But  I 
kain’t  say  as  I  like  the  situation  very  well.” 

“Me  nuther,  but  we’ve  got  to  make  ther  best 
of  it,  I  opine.” 

“In  course.” 

At  this  moment  Kit  drew  his  rifle  quickly  to 
his  shoulder.  Just  above  a  bit  of  ledge,  far 
above,  he  caught  sight  of  the  tufted  head  of  a 
savage.  It  would  have  been  a  poor  mark  for  the 
ordinary  marksman,  but  Kit  Carson  was  renown¬ 
ed  as  a  dead  shot.  He  drew  a  bead  upon  the  sav¬ 
age  and  pulled  the  trigger.  The  rifle  spoke  sharp¬ 
ly  and  the  result  wa3  quickly  apparent.  With 
a  wild,  thrilling  yell,  the  savage  leaped  in  the 
air  and  came  rolling  down  the  steep  with  a  bul¬ 
let  in  his  brain.  The  effect  was  a  chorus  of  yells 
from  the  other  savages  and  a  shower  of  bullets. 
Some  of  the  bullets  came  from  below,  and  it  was 
now  apparent  that  our  adventurers  were  sur¬ 
rounded.  Kit  exchanged  glances  with  Bill.  Both 
were  courageous  men  and  not  afraid  of  death, 
but  there  wasua  dubious  light  in  the  eyes  of  each. 

“I  reckon  we’re  in  fur  music,  Kit,”  declared 
Bill  sententiously;  “the  varmints  are  all  about 
us.” 


KIT  CARSON  ON  A  MYSTERIOUS  TRAIL 


17 


“Thai  's  one  chance,”  declared  Kit. 

“What?" 

“Mebbe  we  kin  slide  out  hyar  to  the  right  and 
drop  over  ther  edge  of  ther  precipice  on  a  lariat. 
If  we  cud  git  inter  ther  canyon  down  thar  we’d 
be  all  right.” 

*1  think  we  had  better  try  that,"Lsaid  Elbert. 
“I’m  afraid  the  savages  are  in  great  force  and  in 
the  en<j  they  would  overpower  us.” 

“Agreed,  pards,”  said  Bill.  “Will  ye  lead  ther 
way,  Kit,  or  shall  I  ?” 

"Don’t  make  no  difference.” 

With  this  Hurricane  Bill  began  to  crawl  snake¬ 
like  to  the  verge  of  the  precipice.  Of  course, 
there  was  no  little  risk  in  the  matter,  for  they 
w^ere  partly  exposed  to  the  shots  of  the  savages. 
But  by  dint  of  careful  moving  the  big  miner 
reached  the  edge  of  the  descent.  He  glanced 
over  the  edge.  Far  below  was  the  bed  df  the 
canyon.  It  would  not  have  been  a  difficult  matter 
to  have  swung  the  lariat  over  the  edge  and  to 
have  gone  down  hand  over  hand.  But  it  required 
only  one  glance  for  the  miner  to  see  the  impossi¬ 
bility  of  this.  He  drew  back  with  a  shrug  of  his 
shoulders.  Standing  in  the  bed  of  the  canyon 
were  half  a  dozen  Apaches. 

“No  use,  pards,”  declared  Bill,  as  he  turned  a 
disappointed  face  to  his  companions. 

“Why  not?”  asked  Elbert. 

"Bekase  it  ain’t.  Take  a  peep  fer  yerselves.” 

Elbert  and  Kit  both  crawled  to  the  verge  of 
the  precipice  and  looked  over.  The  look  of  dis¬ 
gust  upon  Kit’s  face  was  amusing.  He  instantly 
cocked  his  rifle. 

“Waal,  by  jingo!”  he  muttered.  “Anyway,  I’ll 
sp’ile  ther  peace  of  mind  down  thar.” 

Both  Kit  and  Elbert  drew  a  bead  on  the  sav¬ 
ages  below  and  fired.  The  two  weapons  cracked 
in  unison.  Two  of  the  savages  threw  up  their 
ai-ms  and  fell.  The  others,  with  baffled  yells, 
sprang  to  cover.  Their  yells  were  re-echoed 
upon  the  mountainside,  and  so  near  were  they  to 
our  friends  that  it  became  quickly  evident  that 
they  were  momentarily  drawing  the  line  tighter. 
Some  desperate  move  must  b*  made  and  that  at 
once.  But  what  should  it  be?  Bill  suggested 
that  they  take  the  risk  of  descending  the  preci¬ 
pice.  Yet  this  would  seem  suicidal  in  the  very 
face  of  the  enemy.  But  a  way  out  of  the  diffi¬ 
culty  suddenly  presented  itself.  A  sharp  cry 
came  from  Elbert.  By  accident  he  had  displaced 
a  slab  of  rock  and  revealed  an  aperture  in  the 
ledge.  This  was  easily  broadened  and  was  re¬ 
vealed  to  be  large  enough  to  admit  the  body  of  a 
man  easily. 

“A  cavern!”  gasped  Kit  Carson.  “This  i3  a 
Godsend,  boys.  If  it  only  extends  far'  enuff  inter 
ther  hill  we  kin  fool  ther  Injuns  yet.” 

“Let  U3  see  how  far  it  does  go,”  exclaimed 
H  unicane,  as  he  slid  into  it. 

There  was  a  sudden  buzzing  sound,  a  dry,  husky 
railing,  and  then  Hurricane  came  out  of  the 
cavern  in  a  hurry,  kicking  the  beheaded  coils  of 
a  m.ghty  rattlesnako  before  him. 

•  Jinks  an’  Jupiter,  boyees!”  he  cried  excitedly. 
“T:  n  cuss  stuck  his  fangs  into  my  rawhide  boot 
gn»  i  had  jest  time  ter  slit  his  head  off  with  my 
knif'*  afore  he  could  strike  again.  But  come  on, 
pa rd,,  thar^s  a  mighty  big  cavern  in  thar  an’ 
we'll  slip  ther  reds  yit." 


CHAPTER  XVL — The  Gold  Cave. 

The  declaration  of  Hurricane  Bill  was  a  start¬ 
ling  one  to  both  Kit  Carson  and  Elbert  Mayo. 

“Good!”  cried  the  latter.  “Let  us  enter  the 
cavern  without  delay.” 

“Cum  on  I”  said  Hurricane,  slipping  into  the 
passage. 

Kit  paused  to  pick  up  a  number  of  fagots  suit¬ 
able  for  a  torch.  Then  he  crawled  into  the  cave 
and  closed  the  mouth  of  it  after  him  with  the 
flat  stone.  They  were  in  total  darkness,  but 
after  crawling  along  a  ways,  Kit  lit  the  fagot 
torch  and  all  about  them  became  revealed.  They 
were  in  a  narrow  passage,  with  jagged  rocks  all 
about  them.  Water  dripped  from  the  cavern 
roof  in  places.  But  pushing  ahead,  the  dimen¬ 
sions  of  the  cavern  increased  a3  they  went  on,  un¬ 
til  it  soon  became  a  large  chamber  fully  fifty  feet 
in  height  and  one  hundred  feet  long.  Other  pas¬ 
sages  led  from  this  and  deeper  into  the  hill.  It 
was  apparent  enough  that  they  had  really  en¬ 
tered  into  one  of  the  many  caverns  which  liter¬ 
ally  honeycombed  these  hills.  For  aught  they 
knew  this  passage  might  be  synchronous  with  the 
cavern  used  as  a  stronghold  of  Red  Bear  and  La 
Mort.  The  thought  thrilled  them  all. 

“What’ll  we  do,  boyees?”  asked  Hurricane  Bill. 
“Shall  we  stay  here  an'  wait  fer  ther  injuns  to 
give  up  the  scent,  or - ” 

“I  reckon  we’ll  have  to  go  ahead,  friends,”  cried 
Kit,  waving  his  torch  to  fan  it  into  flame.  “Come 
on!  There’s  no  time  to  losel” 

Without  a  moment’s  hesitation  the  fugitives 
plunged  into -onejof  the  passages  and  kept  on  at 
a  rapid  gait  ThiTpassagg.  for  a  time  narrowed, 
and  then  finally  began  to  widsnr  It-wns 
ing  course,  and  led  at  times  up  and  then  do\\rCj 
Nothing  could  be  heard  now  of  pursuit.  After  ;  i 
time,  when  it  seeme<^  as  if  they  had  travel*.  \ 
miles,  they  came  outx  into  yet  another  caver: 
chamber.  Here  they  paused  to  rest. 

“Whew!  I  wonder  whar  in  time  we  are?” 
cried  Hurricane,  with  a  shrug  of  his  inassivo 
shoulders.  “It  strikes  me  we  must  be  mighty 
near  the  center  of  the  airth.”  ^  ^ -  — 

“Same  here!”  cried  Elbert,  with  a  laugh.  “I 
see  no  sign  of  internal  fires,  though,  so  we  are 
safe  from  any  chance  of  falling  into  the  infernal 
regions.” 

“Waal,  if  them  imps  of  Apaches  could  chase  us 
thar,  they’d  do  it,”  declared  Kit  confidently..  “I 
feel  mighty  sure  of  that.” 

“But  whar  are  we?'”  reiterated  Hurricane  Bill. 

“Underground,”  replied  Kit;  “but  no  Jokih’,  I 
opine  we  ain’t  far  from  the  underground  river 
wnat  ye  told  me  about.  Harkeel  I  think  I  can 
hear  it  roaring  now.” 

The  trapper  placed  his  ear  near  the  ground. 
The  others  did  the  same.  Sure  enough,  there 
came  a  dull,  distant  roaring,  like  the  thunder  of. 
many  waters.  It  was  not  impossible  then  but 
that  they  were  really  not  far  from  the  same  un¬ 
derground  river  which  flowed  through  the  strong¬ 
hold  of  Red  Bear  and  La  Mort.  But  a  most  as¬ 
tounding  discovery  was  near  at  hand.  Elbert  saw 
something  glistening  in  the  white  sand  by  the 
glare  of  the  torch.  lie  picked  up  an  object,  which 
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seemed  to  be  a  rock,  but  was  really  too  heavy. 
He  held  it  up  in  the  light,  and  a  choking  cry  es¬ 
caped  his  lips. 

“Look!”  he  cried.  “It  is  a  nugget  of  gold!” 

Kit  and  Bill  gave  a  simultaneous  cry,  and  the 
big  miner  snatched  the  nugget  from  Elbert’s 
hand.  He  held  it  up  in  the  light  of  the  torch, 
and  cried  wildly: 

“Hang  me  for  a  cavortin’  cayuse!  I’m  dod 
gasted  if  that  ain’t  ther  handsomest  piece  of 
virgin  ore  I  ever  seen  in  me  life!” 

Then  down  went  the  miner  on  his  knees,  and 
with  the  feverishness  of  the  gold  hunter  he  be¬ 
gan  to  sift  the  sand  with  his  fingers.” 

“Pay  dirt!”  he  cried  thrillingly.  “Millions  kin 
be  washed  outen  this  sand.  Nuggets — look  at 
them,  all  mixed  in  with  ther  sand.  Pards,  we’ve 
found  a  gold  cave.” 

“But,  after  all,  it’s  only  dirt,”  said  Kit,  rising 
to  his  feet.  “Gold  has  little  charms  fer  me, 
pards.” 

“Millions,  millions!”  cried  Hurricane  Bill,  “and 
all  ours,  pards.  AH  ours!” 

“No!”  said  a  deep,  hoarse  voice  from  the  cav¬ 
ern  arches,  “it  is  all  mine,  and  death  is  all 
yours!” 

The  three  fugitives  turned,  and  with  horror 
beyond  description,  saw  a  tall,  dark-featured  man 
standing  in  the  mouth  of  one  of  the  passages.  It 
was  La  Mort,  the  renegade.  And  at  his  back 
weie  a  score  of  painted  savages,  who  sprang  into 
the  cavern  to  seize  and  make  prisoners  of  the 
three  white  men. 


CHAPTER  XVII.— An  Explosion. 
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ours,  eh?”  he  gritted.  “Oh,  no,  my  fine 
s.  It’s  all  mine.  This  cavern  is  a  part  of 
•main.  It’s  mine,  and  so  are  your  lives” 
dney  La  Mort,”  said  Kit  Carson  scathingly. 
}your  end  shall  come!” 

nze  him!”  screamed  the  villain  furiously, 
him  up  hand  and  foot.  Revenge  is  sweet, 
/it  shalljae  -mine.” 

savages  in  an  instant  swarmed  about  the 
three  white  men.  It  was  useless  to  make  resist¬ 
ance.  In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  their  arms  were 
bound  behind  them  and  they  were  made  prison¬ 
ers.  It  was  hard  fate,  all  the  harder  inasmuch  as 
they  had  just  held  fortune  in  their  grasp.  Elbert 
and  Bill,  of  course,  felt  the  worst  about  it,  for 
Kit  had  a  natural  disregard  for  riches,  anyway. 
It  was  certain  that  this  time  the  renegade  would 
see  to  it  that  they  did  not  escape,  and  death  was 
never  more  imminent.  The  outlook  was  indeed 
dreary.  However,  the  white  men  made  no  re¬ 
sistance  nor  outcry.  They  were  bound  and  led 
away  through  the  cavern  arches.  La  Mort  fol¬ 
lowed,  the  last  of  all.  After  a  long  tramp  through 
the  winding  corridors,  they  at  length  came  into 
the  renegade’s  stronghold.  The  place  looked  just 
the  same  as  when  Elbert  and  Hurricane  had  first 
entered  it.  There  was  the  natural  gas  flame 
which  still  made  the  cavern  as  light  as  day.  As 
the  prisoners  were  led  into  the  main  cavern,  El¬ 
bert  suddenly  gave  a  little  gasp.  A  sight  met 
his  gaze  which  gave  him  a  great  thrill.  At  the 
end  of  the  cavern  chamber,  sitting  upon  a 


pile  of  skins  with  white  face  and  dejected  air, 
was  the  young  girl  Eva.  Suddenly  she  lifted  her 
gaze  and  beheld  the  prisoners.  The  effect  was 
startling.  She  started  up  with  a  white,  terrified 
face,  and  her  lips  moved  as  if  in  prayer.  At  that 
moment  her  gaze  met  Elbert’s.  More  passed  be¬ 
tween  them  in  that  glance  than  could  have  been 
expressed  in  many  words.  It  was  plain  that  Eva 
was  horrified  and  pained  to  see  the  plight  in 
which  her  friends  were.  Certainly  it  could  not 
be  more  serious.  But  after  that  first  look,  which 
conveyed  worlds  of  meaning  to  Elbert,  she  turn¬ 
ed  her  head.  Not  once  again  did  she  look  around 
as  the  prisoners  filed  across  the  cavern.  But 
Elbert  understood  well  her  prudential  reasons  for 
this  move.  The  prisoners  were  led  into  a  small 
cavern  chamber,  the  entrance  to  which  was  barred 
by  a  slab  of  stone.  A  guard  was  placed  outside 
and  there  they  were  left.  Kit  until  now  had  not 
spoken.  But  he  now  turned  to  his  companions 
and  said: 

“Pards,  there’s  jest  this  thing  about  it.  We’ve 
got  ter  die,  anyway,  an’  we  might  as  well  go  un¬ 
der  with  our  boots  on.  Is  that  the  way  the  rest 
of  you  feel  ?” 

“Them’s  my  sentiments  prezactly,”  agreed  Hur¬ 
ricane  Bill. 

“I  agree,”  said  Elbert. 

“We  were  tame  when  surrounded  in  that  gold 
cave.  In  course  we’d  have  all  been  shot  down. 
But  I  reckon  if  we  watch  our  chance  here,  we 
can  stand  a  good  chance  of  makin’  a  successful 
break  for  freedom.” 

“May  I  ax  how  ye’ll  make  that  break,  pard?” 
asked  Hurricane  Bill. 

Kit  crept  to  the  entrance  and  peered  out  over 
the  slab.  Presently  he  returned  and  said  in  a 
whisper: 

“Thar’s  four  Injuns  keepin’  guard  over  us.  The 
others  are  havin’  a  pow-wow  over  thar  by  ther 
fire.  Now,  we  couldn’t  take  a  better  time.  Are 
ther  three  men  on  us  good  fer  the  four  Injuns?” 

“Waal,  I’ll  eat  my  ears  ef  I  can’t  take  two  on 
’em  myself!”  growled  Hurricane. 

“Then  that  settles  it,”  said  Kit.  “Are  ye  all 
ready  fer  ther  break?” 

“Why— how  can  we  do  anything  with  our  hands 
tied?”  asked  Elbert,  in  surprise. 

“Jist  pull  yer  hands  out  like  that,”  said  Kit, 
with  a  laugh,  as  he  suddenly  brought  his  hands 
up  to  view,  entirely  free.  In  one  hand  he  held 
the  buckskin  thong.  In  a  twinkling  Kit  disen¬ 
tangled  the  bonds,  and  his  companions  w7ere  also 
free.  Certainly  this  was  half  the  battle.  The 
spirits  of  all  arose.  All  crept  to  the  entrance. 
The  slab  of  rock  did.  not  block  the  entire  en¬ 
trance,  and  through  the  crevice  they  could  see  a 
gang  of  fully  a  hundred  Indians  dancing  a  "pow¬ 
wow  about  the  gas  flame.  The  trapper’s  hand 
was  upon  the  slab  of  rock  to  hurl  it  back.  But 
at  that  moment  a  terrific  thing  happened.  The 
air  was  rent  with  a  fearful  explosion,  it  seemed 
as  if  the  cavern  arches  were  falling,  and  the 
ground  rocked  like  the  waves  of  the  sea  When 
the  commotion  subsided  a  vivid  jet  of"  flame  shot 
out  from  the  center  of  a  vast  pit,  which  occu¬ 
pied  nearly  the  whole  floor  of  the  large  cavern 
chamber.  Some  mighty  workings  of  nature’s  in- 
ternal  forces  had  caused  the  floor  of  the  cavern 
to  blow  up  and  fall  into  a  mighty  hole  beneath, 
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possibly  the  reservoir  itself  of  the  natural  gas 
well. 

Every  savage  who  had  been  dancing  about  the 
flame  had  disappeared  into  the  abyss.  It  was 
ce.  am  that  a  terrific  judgment  had  overtaken 
them  and  they  had  gone  down  to  their  death.  A 
wild,  hoarse  cry  broke  from  the  youth’s  lips. 
Not  until  this  instant  did  it  occur  to  him  with 
aw  ful  force  that  Vie  same  revulsion  of  nature 
which  had  terminated  the.  existence  of  Red  Bear 
an  1  his  gang  might  have  been  the  moans  of  tak¬ 
ing  the  life  of  the  young  girl  Eva. 

“My  God!”  cried  Elbert,  with  pallid  lips.  “Only 
think  of  it,  friends,  the  girl  has  gone,  too!” 

The  three  men  exchanged  horrified  j  glances. 
Only  one  moment  did  they  hesitate,  and  then,  as 
if  with  one  common  impulse,  they  dashed  from 
the  cavern  chamber. 


CHAPTER  XVIII.— The  End  of  Villainy.- 

Eibert  Mayo  was  endowed  with  an  awful  hor¬ 
ror  and  nameless  dread  as  he  rushed  from  the 
cavern  chamber.  He  was  the  first  to  reach  the 
verge  of  the  abyss.  There  it  yawned  black  and 
of  unknown  depth  at  his  feet.  He  glanced  across 
it.  From  the  center  a  column  of  burning  flame 
shot  up.  The  cavern  was  as  light  as  day.  But  at 
that  moment,  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  pit, 
a  wild  feminine  scream  came.  And  the  three 
white  men  beheld  upon  the  other  side  a  scene 
which  froze  their  blood  with  horror.  A  young 
girl,  mo  other  than  Eva,  was  struggling  in  the 
grasp  of  a  ruffian.  That  was  La  Mort,  the  rene¬ 
gade.  Eva  had  escaped  falling  into  the  bottom¬ 
less  pit,  and  La  Mort  had  as  well.  Realizing 
that  his  allies,  the  savages,  together  with  their 
chief.  Red  Bear,  had  gone  beyond  recall,  it  had 
occurred  to  him  that  the  end  was  near,  and  un¬ 
less  he  made  his  escape  with  Eva  serious  conse¬ 
quences  to  him  might  follow.  Therefore  he  en¬ 
deavored  to  drag  her  bodily  from  the  spot.  But 
the  young  girl  resisted  most  pluckily.  All  this 
was  in  plain  sight  of  Eva’s  friends.  Elbert  was 
almost  beside  himself  and  went  into  a  perfect 
frenzy.  But  he  was  powerless  to  prevent  the 
ruffianly  act.  The  abyss  was  quite  impassable, 
and  no  good  way  of  going  around  it  could  at  the 
moment  be  seen.  Kit  Carson  had  been  eagerly 
examining  the  position.  At  this  juncture  he 
cried: 

*  I  see  a  way  to  cross.  Foller  me!” 

It  was  necessary  to  closely  hug  the  wall  and 
keep  a  clever  balance.  Kit  went  across  in  safety 
and  quickly.  Hurricane  Bill  followed.  Elbert 
came  last. 

“Now,”  cried  Elbert  wildly,  “we  must  over¬ 
take  the  villain!” 

But  this  was  easier  said  than  done.  It  was 
impossible  to  tell  exactly  which  passage  the  ab¬ 
ductor  had  taken.  '  But  Elbert  took  the  one  he 
bei.  ved  to  be  right  and  plunged  into  it.  All  was 
toon  dark  as  Erebus.  But  the  pursuers  stumbled 
or  with  Elbert  in  the  lead.  SOon  all  gave  a  cry 
of’ joy,  a a  a  dim  ray  of  light  v/as  seen  ahead.  It 
wa,  the  light  of  day.  They  were  nearing  the 
on*n  air,  and  after  some  moments  more  of  hard 
climbing  actually  crawled  out  of  the  cavern.  But 
bof  j iv  any  one  could  speak  or  act  further,  the 
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clatter  of  hoofs  rang  out  upon  the  air  and  a 
mocking  laugh  came  down  from  above.  Glanc¬ 
ing  up,  the  three  white  men  beheld  a  thrilling 
sight.  Along  a  mountain  trail,  fully  three  hun¬ 
dred  feet  above,  at  full  gallop,  mounted  on  a 
gray  horse,  rode  La  Mort.  Over  the  saddle  bov$ 
was  the  unconscious  form  of  Eva.  The  villain’s 
jeering  laugh  came  down  with  emphasis..  It  stung 
Elbert  to  the  quick  and  he  excitedly  cried: 

“Stop  him!  Shoot  the  horse,  somebody  stop 
him!” 

This  would  have  been  possible,  but  alas!  not 
one  of  them  hud  a  fire-arm.  But  the  next  mo¬ 
ment  nature  brought  about  the  retributive  act  in 
a  strange  way.  The  horse  rode  by  the  renegade 
suddenly  stumbled.  The  next  moment  he  was 
down  in  a  heap,  [t  was  a  steep  grade.  La  Mort 
was  unable  to  help  himself,  and  he  went  over  the 
animal’s  shoulder.  He  fell  heavily  upon  a  pile 
of  stones.  The  young  girl’s  insensible  form  fell 
upon  him  and  then  lay  upon  the  greensward.  The 
horse  did  not  rise,  for  his  leg  was  broken.  With 
cries  of  surprise  and  horror  the  three  white  men 
dar'.ed  up  the  mountainside.  In  a  moment  El¬ 
bert  had  Eva’s  unconscious  form  in  his  arms/.  He 
carried  her  to  the  cold  waters  of  a  brook  near. 

A  few  drops  splashed  in  her  face  brought  her  to 
quickly,  and  she  opened  her  eyes.  The  moment 
she  saw  Elbert's  handsome  face  she  smiled  joy¬ 
ously. 

“I  am  saved!”  she  said  joyfully.  “You  rescued 
me!” 

“You  are  safe,”  replied  Elbert,  with  fervor. 
“And  I  thank  God  for  that!” 

She  blushed  as  their  eyes  -met.  In  a  few  mo¬ 
ments  her  strength  returned  sufficiently  for  her 
to  get  upon  her  feet.  La  Mort  lay  where  he  had 
fallen.  He  was  soon  brought  to  with  the  aid  of 
some  whisky  from  Kit’s  flask.  His  bleared  gaze 
roamed  from  one  face  to  another,  and  he  said 
brokenly: 

“It’s  all  over.  I’ve  played  the  game  an’  lost 
it.  I’m  going  to  die.” 

“Rodney  La  Mort,”  said  Kit  sternly,  “I  believe 
ye  are.  Now  do  one  good  deed,  and  confess 
crimes.  At  least  tell  us  the  whole  'trutlTSs' 

Eva.”  / 

An  evil  smile  played  about  the  dying  villain^X 
lip.s. 

“Eva,”  he  muttered.  “Oh,  that  was  all  re¬ 
venge,  and  it  v/as  sweet.  Yes,  revenge  is  always 
sweet.  Curse  ye,  Albert  Kershaw,  I  had  my  re¬ 
venge,  an’  then  I  killed,  ye  arterwards.  I  kin 
afford  ter  die.” 

He  chuckled  inwardly  in  a  fiepdish  manner. 
Then  he  became  suddenly  silent.  A  spasm  of 
pain  contorted  his  features.  He  drew  his  breath 
short  and  quick. 

“Doggone  it,  I  believe  I  am  bound  fer  the* 
other  world,”  he  muttered.  “Waal,  before  I  go,  I 
might  a.s  well  make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  though 
I  don’t  like  confessions.” 

“That’s  right,”  said  Kit  persuasively.  “Tell 
the  whole  truth  like  a  man.  Die  with  the  knowl¬ 
edge  of  having  done  one  good  deed.” 

“Waal,  I  kinder  hate  to  face  God  with  such  a 
recoiVi.  It  don’t  make  any  difference  now.  I  ' 
mought  a3  well  tell'ye  all.  Jist  hold  my  head  up 
a  bit.” 

All  were  now  bending  forward,  eager  with  in- 
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terest.  Kit  supported  the  dying  man’s  head. 
Then  La  Mort  made  his  dying  confession— a 
statement  of  facts  which  thrilled  the  souls  of  his 
hearers.  He  cleared  his  throat  and  continued: 

“In  all  St.  Louis  Casper  Page  was  well  known 
and  respected.  That  is  my  real  name.  For  years 
I  pursued  the  paths  of  virtue  and  of  honesty. 

“But  there  came  into  my  life  an  element  which 
soon  became  ther  cause  of  all  my  misery.  That 
element  was  love. 

“1  became  acquainted  with  a  gal  named  Eva 
White.  She  was  the  darter  of  rich  parents  an’ 
very  beautiful. 

“Fer  a  time  I  thought  Eva  loved  me.  But  soon 
a  rival  began  to  loom  up.  Thatr  rival’s  name 
was  Albert  Kershaw. 

“He  found  favor  in  her  eyes.  Oh,  how  I  hated 
him  for  it.  At  length  I  offered  her  my  heart. 
She  rejected  it  scornfully. 

“That  stirred  up  all  the  badness  in  my  nature. 
Soon  after  she  married  Kershaw.  In  my  jealous 
hate  I  planned  revenge. 

‘  Before  two  years  had  fled  a  lovely  daughter 
came  to  gladden  their  lives.  It  was  my  oppor¬ 
tunity.  In  a  dark  hour  I  stole  the  child  from 
the  cradle  and  brought  it  here  inter  ther  wild 
West. 

“Nadja,  the  old  Injun  woman,  was  nurse  for 
the  child  an’  cared  fer  her  in  that  old  cabin  on 
•ther  mountains  all  these  years.  I  roamed  all 
over  the  Rockies  and  as  far  east  as  Kansas, 
where  I  got  that  brand  of  renegade  on  my  breast. 
Waal,  now,  friends,  Albert  Kershaw  an’  his  wife 
have  hunted  all  these  years  fer  some  trace  of 
their  stolen  child.  Kershaw  had  from  ther  fust 
believed  that  I  was  the  kidnapper  of  ther  kid  an’ 
had  sworn  ter  have  my  life. 

‘  I  kept  out  of  his  way  well  enough  until  a 
short  while  since.  The  woman  killed  in  ther  emi¬ 
grant  wagon  in  ther  pass  was  really  the  once 
beautiful  gal,  Eva  White,  whom  I  had  hoped  to 
marry. 

“i’ll  own  I  felt  a  trifle  bad  when  I  heard  that 
the  reds  had  killed  her,  an’  I  visited  her  grave. 
Thai;  nigxLt.1  went  down  to  Black  Gulch,  as  ye 
ancex#^an^when  I  went  into  ther  tavern,  as  ye 
bpr  £  l  met  Albert  Kershaw.  Ye  know  how  that 
<5ng  ended. 

ow  thar  stands  ther  gal  whom  as  a  child  in 
cradle  I  kidnapped.  Yes,  Eva,  your  father 

.  mother  are  dead,  an’  yer  real  name  is  Ker- 
1  shaw.  In  course  ye’ll  curse  my  memory  as  ther 
author  of  all  yer  wrongs,  but  ye’ll  onct  in  a  while- 
think  a  bit  kindly  of  ther  man  who,  though  he 
stole  ye  away,  never  let  harm  come  to  ye?  Won’t 
ye?” 

Eva,  with  marble-hued  face,  advanced  and  with 
clasped  hands  and  great  earnestness  said: 

“l  will  pray  to  God  to  forgive  you  if  He  can.” 

An  expression  of  ineffable  relief  came  over  the 
renegade’s  face,  and  he  sank  back  into  Hurricane 
Bill's  arms.  But  suddenly  he  thrust  one  hand 
into  his  bosom  and  drew  forth  a  paper.  This  he 
extended  to  Kit  Carson. 

“There  is  the  dockyment  Vallandro  snatched 
from  ye  that  night,”  he  declared  gaspingly.  “It 
was  writ  by  Kershaw,  and  is  ther  hull  story  of 
his  life.  That’s  all.” 

The  renegade  lay  back  once  more,  and  his 
breath  began  to  come  short  and  quick.  In  a  few 


moments  a  convulsion  of  the  muscles  followed, 
and  then  Hurricane  Bill  felt  his  pulse  and  said 
tersely: 

“Pards,  he’s  dead!” 

A  grave  was  dug  in  the  cavern,  and  Casper 
Page,  or  Rodney  La  Mort,  was  there  buried.  The 
cavern  had  been  deserted  by  the  surviving  In¬ 
dians,  and  there  was  nothing  to  fear  from  them. 
A  consultation  was  held  as  to  the  best  plan  to  be 
pursued.  It  was  decided  to  return  at  once  to 
Black  Gulch.  There  word  could  be  sent  to  St. 
Louis  to  relatives  of  the  Kershaw  family  to  look 
after  the  welfare  of  Eva.  There  was  no  doubt 
but  that  Albert  Kershaw  had  property  there,  and 
in  the  care  of  some  family  of  relatives.  Eva’s 
rights  could  be  determined  and  matters  settled 
to  the  satisfaction  of  everybody.  All  this  met 
with  the  young  girl’s  approval.  No  difficulty  was 
encountered  in  making  a  safe  return  to  the  gulch. 

Here  Eva  found  quarters  with  the  kindly- 
hearted  wife  of  Jerry  Oakes,  the  tavern-keeper, 
for  a  few  days,  until  communication  could  be 
had  with  St.  Louis.  A  wealthy  aunt  was  commu¬ 
nicated  with  and  two  weeks  later  Eva  set  out  for 
her  new  home.  In  that  length  of  time,  something 
more  than  a  feeling  of  friendship  had  sprung  up 
between  her  and  Elbert  Mayo,  and  the  day  she 
left  Black  Gulch  Elbert  had  sealed  their  betrothal 
with  an  antique  ring,  an  heirloom  of  the  Mayo 
family.  A  great  change  in  affairs  now  took  place 
in  Black  Gulch.  The  Apaches,  now  that  their  fa¬ 
mous  chief,  Red  Bear,  was  dead,  speedily  de¬ 
serted  the  hills,  going  further  south.  Hurricane 
Bill  and  Elbert  soon  found  it  safe  to  make  an¬ 
other  search  for  the  gold  cave. 

It  was  found  after  much  labor,  and  enough  gold 
was  taken  out  in  nuggets  to  pay  for  an  outfit, 
and  before  two  months  the  daring  gold  seekers 
had  staked  out  their  claim  of  several  hundred 
acres  and  a  shaft  was  sunk,  a  flume  built,  and 
mining  operations  begun  on  a  large  scale.  The 
Black  Gulch  Mine  became  one  of  the  most  noted 
in  the  far  West.  In  the  first  six  months  over  a 
million  dollars  was  taken  out  of  the  gold  cave. 
Of  course  both  Elbert  and  Hurricane  Bill  be¬ 
came  immensely  wealthy.  The  latter  is  a  bluff, 
big-hearted  philanthropist,  with  a  love  for  sport, 
the  former  a  student  and  great  lover  of  the  arts 
and  literature.  Bill  remains  at  the  mine  most  of 
the  time,  while  Elbert  is  the  St.  Louis  head  of 
the  firm.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  Eva  Kershaw 
soon  became  his  happy  bride.  But  Kit  Carson, 
nature’s  own  lover,  the  noble-hearted,  true  man 
of  honor  and  of  courage,  refused  the  offer  to  be¬ 
come  a  member  of  the  mining  firm. 

“I  wish  ye  prosperity,  friends,”  he  said  warm¬ 
ly,  “but  old  Kit  has  no  use  for  gold.  He  don’t 
need  it.” 

The  famous  trapper  plunged  once  more  into 
the  wilds,  where  the  rare  sport  of  the  hunt  and 
the  Indian  warfare  held  far  more  charms  for  his 
simple  nature  than  all  the  emoluments  of  wealth 
and  society  possibly  could.  And  right  here  let  us 
end  our  story. 


Next  week’s  issue  will  contain:  “THE  LIVELY 
EIGHT  SOCIAL  CLUB;  or,  FROM  CIDER  TO 
RUM.”- 
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BROTHER’S  TOMBSTONE  FALLS,  INJURES 

HIM 

Louis  Roth,  fifty-one,  of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  was 
the  victim  of  a  peculiar  accident  while  visiting 
his  brother’s  grave  in  the  United  Hebrew  Ceme¬ 
tery  on  Arthur  Kill  Road,  Richmond,  S.  I.,  the 
other  afternoon.  When  Roth  knelt  on  the  mound 
the  tombstone,  weighing  about  300  pounds,  fell 
upon  his  left  leg  and  fractured  it. 

His  wife  screamed  and  other  women  in  the 
cemetery  joined  her  cries.  The  stone  was  lifted 
from  Roth’s  leg  by  four  men  and  a  call  was  sent 
for  Dr.  A.  S.  Gibson  of  Richmond.  The  physician 
found  him  suffering  from  shock  in.  addition  to  the 
fractured  limb.  He  was  removed  to  the  Staten 
Island  Hospital. 


has  placed  it  among  the  newer  treasures  of  the 
land. 

It  is  recovered  by  dredging  and  separated  by 
gravity  methods.  The  principal  source  of  the 
world’s  platinum  was,  prior  to  the  war  the 
placer  deposits  of  the  Ural  Mountains  in  Russia 
In  addition  to  the  Russian  and  California  de¬ 
posits,  smaller  quantities  of  platinum  come  from 
simalar  deposits  in  New  South  Wales. 

•  TAe,  PIatinum  production  of  the  United  States 
lx}  amounted  to  59,753  troy  ounces,  valued 
at  $6, 417, 980. 

It  is  known  that  traces  of  platinum  have  been 
located  in  Australia  and  South  Africa,  and  near¬ 
er  to  the  United  States  in  Mexico. 


JACK  JOHNSON  IN  U.  S.  FOR  A  MINUTE 

Jack  Johnson,  ex-champion  heavyweight  of  the 
world,  who  is  a  fugitive  from  the  United  States, 
spent  about  a  minute  on  the  soil  of  his  native 
country  on  June  30.  Johnson  is  doing  consider¬ 
able  road  work  in  connection  with  his  forthcom¬ 
ing  fight  at  Tia  Juana,  and  this  morning  ran 
across  the  bridge  which  separates  old  Tia  Juana 
from  the  United  States. 

As  he  reached  the  international  line  he  noticed 
that  none  of  the  American  customs  officers  was 
in  sight.  He  placed  one  foot  on  this  side  of  the 
line,  then  the  other.  He  stood  this  way  a  min¬ 
ute  or  two,  looking  longingly  toward  the  flag 
flying  from  the  customs  house.  An  alarm  clock 
went  off  in  the  custom  house  and  Scared  the 
negro.  He  jumped  quickly  into  Mexico  and  ran 
to  his  saloon. 


PLATINUM  VALUABLE 


The  rise  of  the  value  of  this  much  sought 
metal  has  been  rapid  and  notably  so  since  the 
war.  for  platinum  was  used  in  the  making  of 
munitions,  and  it  is  also  introduced  into  the  set¬ 
ting-  of  precious  stones  in  times  of  peace. 

Several  years  ago  platinum  took  rank  f  with 
the  most  precious  stones  and  jewels  in  the  world, 
and  according  to  an  estimate  given  then  by 
George  Frederick  Kunz,  author  of  “The  Book  of 
Pearls,”  and  who  is  widely  known  as  a  connois¬ 
seur  of  rare  gems,  the  largest  platinum  nugget 
was  discovered  in  Nizhni-Taglisk  in  the  Ural 
Mountains,  Russia,  and  weighed  9,622.88  grains, 
or  about  twenty-five  pounds,  and  was  valued  at 
r, 79 


;s  this  nugget  to-day  is  worth  at  least 
not  far  more  than  the  figures  quoted 
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authorities  agree  that  the  principal 
f  -upply  of  platinum  is  Russia,  but  as 
e  of  the  metal  has  increased  particularly 
•  war,  the  search  has  engaged  many  ex- 
md  new  fields  are  reported  from  various 
of  the  globe. 


States,  the  principal  supply  of 
pn  yielded  in  California,  and 
nt  year  the  production  of  this 
ikely  to  exceed  ali  records  of 
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BUTCHER  PURCHASES  GOLD  BRICK 


Beware  of  a  rugged  miner  arrayed  in  a  wide 
sombrero,  red  flannel  shirt,  corduroy  breeches, 
heavy  boots  and  with  a  pick  slung  over  his  shoul- 
j  ,  was  warning  sent  out  by  the 
Philadelphia  Detective  Bureau  after  Eugene 
Sabo,  a  butcher,  of  Manayunk,  unfolded  his  tale 


Sabo  lepoited  that  as  a  result  of  his  encounter 
with  the  moving  picture  miner  and  several  of 
his  fi  lends  the  profits  of  his  butcher  shop  have 
been  curtailed  to  the  tune  of  $2,400.  Two  weeks 
ago,  he  told  the  sleuths,  a  man  who  announced 
himself  as  a  Mr.  Barlock  and  a  vender  of  re- 
fugeratois  entered  his  shop  and  attempted  to 
maxe  a  sale. 


Although  the  butcher  stoutly  maintained  he 
was  well  supplied  with  refrigerators,  the  sales¬ 
man  continued  to  make  daily  calls.  The  other 
Friday,  after  another  rebuke  from  the  meat  cut¬ 
ter,  Barlock  casually  mentioned  something  about 
a  friend,  an  Arizona  miner,  who  was  in  the  city 
selling  unrefined  gold.  An  investment  of  $2  400 
m  the  raw  material  would  bring  SSLQ&cl  nfBs*, 
the  stuff  was  refined,  Barlock  related. 

This  seemed  to  interest  Sabo,  and  he  expressed 
a  desire  to  meet  the  miner.  Barlock  and  the 
miner  then  reported  at  the  butcher  shop.  From 
a  suitcase  the  miner  extracted  a  handful  of  “ore” 
and  threw  it  on  the  meat  block. 

.  ical  stuff,  fresh  from  the  Arizona  moun¬ 
tains,  he  remarked  as  he  pointed  out  the  shin¬ 
ing  particles  of  “gold.” 

Sabo  expressed  his  doubts,  but  Barlock  was  on 
the  job  with  a  “jeweller,”  who  just  happened  to 
be  around  the  corner.  And  to  the  delight  g#  the 
butcher  the  jeweller  said  the  stuff  was  genuine. 
\\  hereupon  Sabo  handed  over  $2,400  and  received 
ln  l  e\UJ  n  a  suitcase  filled  with  clay  bespeckled 
with  brass  fillings. 

Not  until  later  in  the  day  when  he  carted  the 
suitcase  to  the  central  city  to  have  its  contents 
examined  did  he  discover  he  bought  a  nice  array 
of  brass  particles  and  clay  that  was  no  better 
than  the  stuff  in  his  own  back  yard.  Then  he 
ru.  hed  to  the  police. 

According  to  the  butcher  he  bore  no  resem¬ 
blance  to  Grover  Cleveland  Bcrgdoll,  hero  of  the 
melodrama  “Hunting  Gold  in  the  Maryland 
H  ill  s. 
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The  Midnight  Shadow 

- OR - 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  SEVEN  STEPS 


By  WILLIAM  WADE- 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER  XXI11  (continued) 

A  big  piece  down  at  the  other  end  of  the  floe 
had  detached  itself  and  was  rapidly  breaking  up. 

'‘My  time  is  almost  come,”  thought  Thyra. 
f*Oh,  heaven!  If  I  could  only  see  Bob  once  more 
before  I  die,  even  if  it  was  at  a  distance.  If  I 
only  could  1” 

She  calmed  down  soon  and  finished  her  break¬ 
fast. 

There  had  been  other  reports,  but  she  resolved 
not  to  mind  them. 

Now  she  climbed  Qrlok’s  steps  and  stood  look¬ 
ing  in  the  distance  as  best  she  could.  \ 

Her  ice  island  had  diminished  one-half. 

Even  as  she  looked  another  big  slice  fell  away. 

It  was  just  at  this  moment  of  discouragement 
that  Thyra  caught  a  flash  of  light  to  the  north  at 
no  great  distance  away. 

It  was  low  down  on  the  ice,  and  coulcl  be  noth¬ 
ing  but  fire,  she  thought. 

Her  heart  leaped  with  joy. 

"It  is  Bob  signaling,”  she  cried.  "It  must  be! 
It  can  be  nothing  else!  Oh,  how  thankful  I  am 
that  I  kept  the  remains  of  those  boxes!  They 
may  save  my  life  just  as  I  thought.” 

She  hurried  down,  got  them,  and  with  the  pat¬ 
ent  kindlings  easily  got  a  fire  started. 

Meanwhile  the  light  ahead  of  her  had  increased. 

It  was  a  fire  on  the  ice,  and  nothing  else. 

And  now  came  another  report. 

Another  big  piece  of  the  ice  floe  had  gone. 

It  separated  just  beyond  the  tent,  leaving 
4?nyraaBbat  on  an  ice  cake  scarce  twenty  feet 
square. 


CHAPTER  XXIV.— Conclusion. 

"Go  for  him,  Bob!”  cried  Doctor  Ike.  "There’s 
fresh  meat  enough  to  last  us  a  month  such  as  it 
is.  Walrus  steak  is  something  I  am  not  particu¬ 
larly  partial  to  myself,  but  all  is  fish  that  comes 
in  our  net.” 

"Is  a  walrus  a- fish?”  inquired  Sandy.  "I  never 
knew  that.” 

."Shut  up,  you  two,”  said  Bob.  "I  want  to  bag 
the  beast.  You  distract  my  mind.” 

"Now  you  call  him  a  beast,”  persisted  Sandy. 
"Anyway,  he  lives  under  water,  and  that  makes 
him  more  of  a  fish.” 

"If  you  don’t  shut  up  I’ll  put  you  under  water,” 
cried  Bob.  “Will  you  please  let  up  that  tongue 
of  yours,  Sandy,  till  I  can  get  a  shot?” 

Meanwhile  the  walrus  was  flapping  about  at  the 
edge  of  the  break. 

It  was  necessary  to  kill  him  outright  or  lose 
him,  for  if  he  tumbled  back  into  the  water 
wounded  there  would  be  no  way  of  handling  tne 


bulky  beast,  even  if  he  came  to  the  surface  again. 
So  Bob  bad  to  mind  what  he  was  about. 

He  worked  his  way  as  close  as  he  dared  and 
then  let  fly. , 

The  shot  entered  the  brain,  and  Mr.  Walrus 
keeled  over  where  he  was. 

"Good!  You  win  out!”  cried  the  doctor.  "Don’t 
venture  too  near,  Sandy.  He  is  not  quite  dead 
yet.  A  slap  with  one  of  his  flippers  will  settle 
your  hash.” 

But  it  was  all  over  in  a  minute,  and  then  our 
hoy  ice  king  and  his  friends  found  themselves 
with  half  a  day’s  work  on  hand,  to  skin  the  brute, 
secure  the  ivory,  cut  up  the  meat  and  freeze  it. 

They  jumped  right  into  it,  Henry  lending  a 
helping  hand. 

Even  as  it  was,  before  they  had  secured  what 
they  wanted,  they  found  themselves  lacking  fro¬ 
zen  flesh. 

They  were  thus  engaged  when  Thyra  lighted 
her  first  signal  fire.  They  surely  would  have 
seen  it  had  they  been  more  on  the  alert. 

When  they  sat  down  to  dinner  and  got  to  talk¬ 
ing  while  sharpening  their  teeth  on  the  tough 
walrus  steak,  Bob  made  a  remark  which  rather 
surprised  the  doctor. 

"I  give  up,”  he  said  suddenly.  "I  don’t  go  any 
further  north.” 

"Hello!”  cried  Ike.  "What  about  that?” 

"It’s  just  useless,  Ike.  We  might  scan  the  fro¬ 
zen  sea  over  and  never  find  Thyra.” 

"That  is  certainly  so,  Bob,”  was  the  grave 
feply. 

"As  for  finding  the  pole,  I  am  down  and  out.” 

"I  quite  agree  with  you.  It  was  madness  in  the 
first  place.  I  only  urged  you  on  because  I  be¬ 
lieved  my  brother  to  be  ahead  of  me,  as  it 
proved.” 

"And  now  you  have  got  him  you  want  to  go 
home?” 

"That’s  what  I  do,  but  at  the  same  time,  dear 
hoy,  I  am  going  to  stick  to  you.  I  am  ready 
to  go  ahead  even  now  if  you  say  the  word.” 

"I  don’t  say  it.  My  idea  is  to  stay  here  for  a 
few  days  to  see  if  Larsen  comes,  for  if  he  turns 
back  after  this  storm  he  may  come  this  way.” 

"That  is  quite  true.  And  then  in  case  he  does 
not?” 

"The  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  turn  back  to 
his  first  camp  and  wait  till  he  comes.” 

"I  endorse  all  you  say.  I  think  it  mere  mad¬ 
ness  to  go  charging  around  over  the  frozen  sea, 
and  worse  than  madness  to  expect  to  find  the 
pole.” 

On  the  following  morning  Bob,  who- had  slept 
badly,  rose  about  four  o’clock. 

He  went  out  and  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  ice 
ridge,  which  he  had  done  many  times  before. 

And  now  he  discovered  that  the  break  had 
greatly  extended.  As  near  as  he  could  make  cut 
with  his  glass  it  reached  far  beyond  the  place 
where  they  had  crossed. 

"Larsen  may  be  camped  around  here  some¬ 
where,”  thought  Bob.  "I’ve  a  great  mind  to  start 
a  signal  fire  and  see  if  he  don’t  answer.  I  ask 
nothing  better  than  to  meet  the  man  face  to  face 
and  have  it  out  with  him.” 

(To  be  continued) 
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1,350,000  GERMANS  WERE  KILLED  IN  WAR. 

Recent  statistics  published  in  Germany  on  that 
country’s  war  losses,  state  that  1,350,000  men 
were  killed. 

There  are  to-day  520,000  war  widows,  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  statistics,  1,130,000  war  orphans,  and 
500,000  maimed  or  consumptives  supported  most¬ 
ly  by  charity. 


BOY  HERO  DIES  WITH  CHUM. 

William  Riddell,  seventeen,  of  No.  35  Wool 
street,  Elmhurst,  L.  I.,  lost  his  life  in  trying  to 
save  that  of  his  chum,  Walter  V.  Schempp,  also 
seventeen,  of  Thomas  avenue,  Baldwin,  L.  I. 
This  wras  surmised  when  the  bodies  of  both 
youths,  drowned  in  a  pond  at  Baldwin  were  recov¬ 
ered  the  following  day.  Schempp’s  body  was 
clothed  in  a  bathing  suit,  while  young  Riddell 
was  fully  dressed.  The  double  drowning  was  not 
seen  by  any  one,  for  the  pond  is  in  a  lonely  sec¬ 
tion.  Young  Riddell  was  spending  the  week-end 
at  his  friend’s  home.  They  went  out  on  Sunday, 
.  and  when  they  failed  to  reappear  a  search  was 
instituted,  and  Captain  Frand  Carman  found 
Schempp’s  clothes  on  the  bank  of  the  pond.  The 
bottom  was  dragged  with  nets. 


FOWLS  GOT  DRUNK 
Com  whiskey  captured  in  an  automobile,  said 
to  have  been  driven  by  two  Chattanoogans  and 
poured  into  the  gutters  at  Dalton,  Ga.,  the  other 
day,  has  created  havoc  among  chickens,  geese 
and  members  of  the  bird  family  which  imbibed 
the  concoction  and  went  on  a  drunken  carousal. 

According  to  the  story,  some  of  the  fowls  butted 
out  their  brains  against  walls  and  trees  and 
v  hitherto  cowardly  roosters  were  turned  into 
game  cocks  and  fought  everything  that  came  in 
their  way.  ' 

*  The  car  of  liquor  was  captured  in  an  unusual 
manner.  Officers  were  patrolling  the  streets 
looking  for  two  negroes  who  had  committed  a 
minor  offense  and  wrhen  the  drivers  of  the  car 
.  were  stopped  they  jumped  out  and  ran  away, 
leaving  the  liquor  laden  machine  standing  on  the 
street. 


BAG  LOST  IN  FRANCE 

RETURNED  TO  OWNER 

Joseph  E.  Cushman  of  Stonington,  Conn.,  will 
tell  you  that  his  confidence  in  humanity  is  re¬ 
stored.  There  has  just  come  back  to  him  one  of 
hia  most  treasured  possessions,  lost  in  April,  1918. 

When  the  Germans  broke  through  the  British 
6th  Am  y  at  Chemin  des  Dames,  Cushman  was 
among  the  Yankee  troops  rushed  forward  to  stem 
l  *  the  tide.  The  28th  Division,  of  which  he  was  a 
member,  wa->  billeted  in  the  vicinity  of  Grande, 
France,  which  was  the  headquarters  of  the  51st 
Brigade  of  that  division.  The  men  lost  all  their 
1  belongings  in  their  advance,  and  Cushman  had 
many  things  which  he  held  dear  in  his  barrack 
bag,  left  at  headquarter*.  Ah  his  company  did 


not  return  to  Grande,  he  gave  them  up  as  lost. 
His  eyes  opened  when  after  two  years  the  long- 
lost  bag  trailed  him  to  his  home  in  the  borough, 
and  not  a  single  article  which  it  contained,  is 
missing. 


TOOK  TOE  FOR  TARANTULA. 

The  most  lurid  of  the  Mexican  war  correspond¬ 
ents  cannot  hold  a  searchlight  to  the  man  who 
tells  this  one  in  the  Potter  Kansan: 

“Some  one  had  told  him  about  the  tarantulas 
and  centipedes,  and  ever  thereafter  he  was  great¬ 
ly  worried.  Awakening  one  bright  moonlight 
night  and  noticing  what  he  supposed  was  a  bunch 
of  terrible  tarantulas  perched  on  the  footboard 
of  his  bed,  he  grabbed  his  gun,  took  deliberate 
aim,  and  fired. 

“A  shriek,  a  leap  from  the  bed,  and  blood  trick¬ 
ling  from  his  foot  told  what  had  happened.  He 
had  mistaken  his  own  toes  for  a  tarantula  family 
and  had  blown  one  of  them  to  atoms-. 

“The  worst  part  of  it  was,  it  did  not  happen  to 
be  the  one  that  had  the  com  on  it.” 


HARD  TO  TAME. 

A  spider  is  one  of  the  hardest  creatures  in  the 
world  to  tame,  according  to  scientists  who  have 
made  the  attempt.  They  say  the  insect  hasn’t 
any  idea  of  time,  and  to  seek  its  confidence  one 
must  have  unlimited  patience. 

One  scientist,  after  gaining  the  confidence  of  a 
spider  by  feeding  it  flies,  sought  to  test  its  senses 
by  fooling  it  with  a  piece  of  meat  the  size  of  a 
fly  rigged  up  with  a  fly’s  head  and  wings. 

The  spider  stopped  in  its  web,  about  an  inch 
from  the  camouflage  and  later  couldn’t  ha  go"- 
from  its  nest  to  even  look  at  the  thing.  ^Oth'er 
spiders  evinced  the  same  wariness,  although  it 
is  not  known  whether  it  was  their  sense  of  sight 
or  smell  that  was  keenest. 

One  scientist  destroyed  a  spider’s  web  and 
stayed  up  all  night  to  watch  it  make  another, 
believing  it  worked  at  night.  At  6  A.  M.  it  ran 
out  of  a  window  without  attempting  to  work  be¬ 
fore  his  gaze. 

Spinning  webs  is  second  nature  with  spiders. 
After  they  are  hatched  from  the  eggs  in  a  co¬ 
coon  they  cling  together  for  about  a  week.  Then 
they  separate,  but  their  legs  do  not  carry  them 
very  far. 

Facing  the  wind,  and  standing  on  the  tips  of 
their  legs,  the  baby  spiders  raise  their  abdomens 
and  emit  a  silken  thread.  The  faintest  current 
wafts  the  gossamer  in  the  air,  and  when  enough 
is  let  out  to  permit  of  aerial  flight,  the  insect 
drifts  away. 

When  it  wishes  to  land  it  hauls  in  the  thread. 
Wherever  it  lands  it  can  spin  webs  without  tho 
slightest  instructions  from  older  spiders.  Older 
male  spiders  seem  to  lose  this  gift.  There  are 
about  550  species  of  spiders  in  America,  but  only 
two,  the  house  and  garden  spiders,  are  well 
known. 
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A  MOTIVELESS  CRIME. 
_ \ _ 

By  Horace  Appleton. 


Living  with  me  in  the  small  village  of  Temple¬ 
ton,  Ohio,  where  I  first  began  my  career  as  a 
detective,  was  a  wealthy  family  named  Forrest. 

My  first  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Forrest  was 
made  shortly  after  the  announcement  of  the  sud¬ 
den  death  of  his  wife,  a  lady  widely  known  and 
esteemed  all  over  that  section  of  country. 

Her  death,  which  occurred  very  suddenly,  and 
under  peculiar  circumstances,  created  a  great  deal 
of  gossip,  and  gave  rise  to  many  conjectures 
which,  reflected  very  seriously  on  her  husband’s 
character. 

So  pointed  were  some  of  the  opinions  regard¬ 
ing  the  cause  of  her  death,  that  Mr.  Forrest  was 
obliged  for  his  own  vindication  to  institute  an  in¬ 
vestigation,  which  he  did  by  employing  a  couple  of 
well-known  detectives  from  Chicago,  who,  after 
a  short  time  on  the  case  gave  it  up,  assuring  Mr. 
Forrest  that  they  believed  all  suspicions  of  foul 
play  were  groundless.  Mr.  Forrest  was  forced  to 
be  content  with  their  conclusions,  his  own  con¬ 
science  being  clear  of  any  guilt  in  connection  with 
the  matter. 

Hardly  had  the  excitement  concerning  his  wife’s 
death  subsided  in  the  village,  when  the  tongues  of 
the  gossips  were  again  set  a-wagging  by  the  in¬ 
telligence  that  his  eldest  daughter,  &  lovely  young 
lady  of  about  eighteen  years,  had  been  suddenly 
taken  ill  with  the  same  symptoms  as  her  mother, 
and,  like  her,  had  passed  as  quickly  away. 

Her  funeral  was  hardly  over  when  a  son  of  Mr. 
Forrest  was  stricken  down  in  the  same  way,  and 
succumbed  as  quickly  to  the  mysterious  malady 
as  had  his  mother  and  sister. 

Matters  were  in  this  state,  when  Mr.  Forrest 
called  at  my  office,  and  asked  me  to  clear  up  the 

The  closest  questioning  on  my  part  failed  to 
elicit  anything  which  would  lead  me  to  suspect 
that  Mr.  Forrest  was  otherwise  than  truthful  in 
his  assertions,  that  he  knew  absolutely  nothing 
about  the  causes  which  had  stricken  down  the 
three  members  of  his  family. 

“Why,”  he  assured  me  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
“there  wasn’t  a  happier  family  in  Templeton  than 
mine.  I  loved  my  wife  and  two 'dead  children  as 
fondly  as  it  is  possible  for  a  man  to  love,  and  the 
remarks  that  have  been  passed  that  I  caused  their 
deaths  are  heartless  and  cruel.  Great  Heaven!” 
he  exclaimed,  as  the  tears  coursed  down  his 
bronzed  cheeks,  “to  think  that  I  should  be  ac¬ 
cused  of  such  a  foul  crime!  Why,  sir,  it’s  mon¬ 
strous!” 

“Of  course,”  I  said,  as  he  became  a  little  calmer, 
•you  have  some  theory  as  to  the  cause  of  their 
death,  have  you  not?” 

“Yes,”  he  answered,  “but  it  is  so  slight  that  I 
attach  no  importance  to  it,  and  my  own  conscience 
abides  me  for  entertaining  such  an  idea.” 

“Tell  me."  I  said,  “what  are  your  ideas  on  the 
matter?  Surely,”  J  went  on,  “nobody  understands 
your  family  affairs  as  well  as  you  do,  and  your 
Suspicions  should  be  as  near  correct  as  any¬ 
body’s." 


“Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,"  he  answered,  “I 
don’t  like  to  tell  you  upon  whom  my  suspicions 
rest,  for  in  so  doing  I  may  be  wronging  a  person 
for  whom  I  have  always  had  the  greatest  re¬ 
spect.” 

Assuring  him  that  all  confidence  reposed  in  me 
would  be  as  inviolable  as  the  grave,  he  at  ^length 
decided  to  tell  me  his  suspicions. 

“I  have  had,”  he  said,  “in  my  employ  for  the 
past  six  years  a  governess,  the  daughter  of  a  dead 
brother  of  whom  I  was  very  fond.  She  has  al¬ 
ways  been  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  family,  not 
as  a  menial;  of  late  she  has  appeared  sullen  and 
morose,  and  occasionally  a  little  eccentric.  Now,” 
he  continued,  “I  have  thought  it  just  possible  that 
she  may  have  had  something  to  do  with  the  death 
of  the  members  of  my  family,  that  she  may  have 
poisoned  them.” 

“What  motive  do  you  imagine  she  could  have 
for  so  doing?”  I  asked. 

“That’s  what  baffles  me,”  he  answered.  “I  can’t 
for  the  life  of  me  devise  any  reason  to  account 
for  her  crimes,  if  she  is  guilty.  She  has  always 
professed  the  greatest  love  for  my  wife  and  chil¬ 
dren,  nnd  they  the  same  for  her,  and  why  <=he 
should  want  to  do  them  an  injury  is  more  than 
I  can  divine.” 

“But  she  is  undoubtedly  the  criminal  all  the 
same,”  I  replied,  with  professional  intuition. 

“Do  you  think  so?”  he  asked,  eagerly.  “And 
why?” 

I  replied  that  I  could  give  no  substantial  rea¬ 
son  for  my  opinion,  but  assured  him  that  if  he 
would  give  me  the  liberty  of  his  home  for  a  few 
days  I  would  undoubtedly  prove  the  truth  of 
my  belief. 

“I  hate — Heaven  knows  I  do,”  he  replied,  “to 
think  that  Fanny  would  be  guilty  of  such  a  foul 
wrong;  yet,  if  proved  that  she  is,  I  would  want 
to  see  her  punished  as  severely  as  the  next  one. 
And  yet,”  he  went  on,  “I  can’t  believe  that  she 
is  guilty.  She1  has  always  been  *so  kind,  gentle, 
and  loving  that  it  don’t  seem  possible  that  she 
could  be  transformed  into  such  a  fiend,  and  for  * 
no  reason  at  all.  No,  sir,”  he  added,  with  en¬ 
ergy,  “I  don’t  believe  she  is  the  guilty  person  ” 

“WeH,”  I  replied,  “with  all  due  deference  to 
your  feelings,  Mr.  Forrest,  I  do,  and,  as  I  said' 
before,  if  you  will  allow  me  the  liberty  of  your 
house  for  a  few  days,  I  think  I  wall  prove  myself 
Tight  in  this  matter,  "i  ou  must  bear  in  mind 
that  your  own  character  is  at  stake  in  this  affair 
that  some  very  hard  things  have  been  said 
against  you,  and  that  your  own  character  should 

nfised  ”|1Cated,  110  matter  who  else  is  compro- 


This  reference  to  his  own  position  awakened 
him  to  the  necessity  for  some  action,  even  thoutrh 
his  niece  was  injured  by  it 

“Very  well  then,”  he  said.  “I  want  you  to  jro 
to  work  on  this  mystery  at  once  and  clear  it  up 
If  Fanny  is  guilty,  the  sooner  she  is  found  out 
and  put  out  of  the  way  the  better.”  ut 

It  was  arranged  that  on  the  following  dav  T 
should  present  myself  at  his  house  as  a  frfJJ 
from  the  East,  come  to  pay  Mr.  Forrest  a  uS 
visit,  and  that  ns  such  he  would  give  me  amnia 
opportunity  to  prosecute  my  investigation  F 
In  accordance  with  this  arrangement,  the 
day  found  me  at  Mr.  Forrest’s  door  vl/loT  * 
hand,  as  if  just  off  a  long  journey.  * 
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Mr.  Forrest  received  me  cordially,  and  bring¬ 
ing  me  in,  introduced  me  to  his  niece,  Miss  Fan¬ 
ny  Wentworth,  whom  I  found  to  be  a  very  modest 
and  withal  exceedingly  prepossessing  young  lady. 

When  in  the  course  of  my  conversation  with 
her  I  referred  to  the  sad  bereavements  Mr.  For¬ 
rest  had  recently  undergone,  she  appeared  deep¬ 
ly  affected,  and  expressed  her  sorrow  in  the  most 
pathetic  manner. 

However,  these  manifestations  of  grief  had  no 
effect  on  me  in  altering  my  belief  as  to  her  guilt, 
for* I  had  learned  how  true  was  the  saying  that 
“appearances  are  very  deceptive,”  and  accord¬ 
ingly  did  not  relax  for  one  moment  my  watch 
upon  all  her  actions  while  in  the  house. 

She  went  about  the  house  in  the  discharge  of 
her  duties  as  cheerily  as  if  the  shadow  of  death 
had  not  so  recently  fallen  upon  it,  and  in  every 
way  comported  herself  like  one  who  was  incapa¬ 
ble  of  doing  a  wrong  action. 

On  the  second  day  of  my  stay  at  the  Forrest 
mansion  I  noticed  that  she  appeared  less  viva¬ 
cious  in  her  manner  than  was  her  wont. 

She  seemed  gloomy  and  depressed  in  spirits, 
and  anxious  to  avoid  conversation  with  her  uncle 
or  myself. 

“She’s  got  one  of  her  fits  on  now,”  said  the 
latter  to  me,  as  he  was  showing  me  to  my  bed¬ 
room  on  the  night  of  the  day  in  question. 

I  bade  him  good-night,  and  sat  down  in  the 
room  to  meditate. 

“So  far,”  I  thought/  “I  have  discovered  noth¬ 
ing  which  warrants  me  in  believing  Fanny  Went¬ 
worth  guilty  of  any  crime.” 

I  sat  there  for  a  long  time  pondering  over  the 
mysterious  affair,  and  was  at  last  aroused  from 
my  reflections  by  hearing  Mr.  Forrest  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs  which  led  down  from  my  room 
to  the  sitting-room  bidding  Fanny  “good-night,” 
with  the  remark  that  she  had  better  not  stay 
up  much  longer. 

I  waited  until  I  heard  Mr.  Forrest  enter  his 
room — next  to  mine — and  retire,  and  then  stole 
quietly  out  of  my  room  down  the  stairs,  with  the 
faint  hope  that  I  might  discover  Fanny  Went¬ 
worth  in  some  action  that  would  justify  my  be¬ 
lief  in  her  guilt. 

I  had  almost  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stairs, 
when  my  attention  was  arrested  by  a  voice  as  if 
earnestly  engaged  in  prayer  or  some  sort  of  de¬ 
votion. 

Unwilling  to  rudely  disturb  the  one  tips  en¬ 
gaged,  I  stopped  still  and  listened  attentively. 

I  recognized  the  voice  as  that  of  Fanny  Went¬ 
worth. 

By  inclining  my  head  forward  beyond  the  par¬ 
tition  which  shut  out  the  stairs  from  the  sitting- 
room  I  could  see  that  she  was  standing  leaning 
on  a  stand  before  the  window. 

Her  attitude  was  anything  but  devotional,  and 
In  inclining  my  head  further  forward  to  see  if 
I  could  catch  something  of  what  she  was  saying, 
I  observed  a  piece  of  white  paper  on  the  stand  be¬ 
fore  her,  on  which  was  a  little  pile  of  white 
powder. 

As  I  stood  looking  intently  at  this  preparation, 
•he  gave  one  look  at  it,  and  then  she  burst  forth 
into  the  following  sentence: 

“Oh,  thou  mysterious  power,  I  bless  thee  for 
the  strength  that  thou  givest  to  a  poor,  weak  lit¬ 
tle  woman  like  me.  With  thee  I  have  humbled 
the  haughty  Mrs.  Forrest,  and  brushed  her 


daughter  from  my  path,  and  with  thy  aid,”  and 
she  looked  at  the  mysterious  powder  rapturously, 
“I  will  send^Mr.  Forrest,  strong  and  healthy  as 
he  is,  to  his  last  account.” 

My  first  impulse  was  to  bound  into  the  room 
and  confront  her  with  her  guilt,  but  on  a  second 
thought  I  determined  to  wait  until  morning,  and 
see  what  would  transpire  then. 

I  had  heard  enough  to  convince  me  that  she 
meditated  foul  play  with  Mr.  Forrest,  and  I  de¬ 
termined  to  balk  her  in  her  plans,  and  at  the 
same  time  obtain  proof  of  her  guilt. 

In  a  few  moments  she  started  back  to  the 
kitchen,  and  taking  advantage  of  her  absence  I 
made  my  way  back  to  my  room. 

The  following  morning  I  awoke,  and  shortly 
afterward,  in  company  with  Mr.  Forrest,  sat 
down  to  breakfast. 

Fanny  presided  at  the  table,  and  appeared  to 
be  in  excellent  spirits. 

She  poured  out  Mr.  Forrest  and  myself  each 
a  cup  of  coffee. 

As  the  former  raised  the  cup  to  his  lips  to 
drink  I  sprang  to  my  feet,  and  in  the  most  per¬ 
emptory  manner  forbade  him  to  do  so. 

“And  why  not,  pray?”  he  asked,  in  astonish¬ 
ment. 

“Because,”  I  said,  looking  Fanny  Wentworth 
square  in  the  face,  “that  woirian  there  has  put 
poison  in  it!  And  if  you  drink,  like  your  wife 
and  children,  you  die!” 

As  I  finished  speaking  Fanny  Wentworth  sank 
back  into  her  chair,  the  coffee-pot  falling  from 
her  nerveless  grasp  to  the  floor. 

“Is  it,  uncle,”  she  replied,  with  trembling  voice. 
“Have  mercy  on  mel”  she  pleaded  piteously.  “God 
forgive  mel  I  know  not  what  I  ao!” 

Mr.  Forrest  arose  calmly  from  his  chair  and 
picked  up  the  coffee-pot. 

“Come,  Mr.  - ,”  he  said,  addressing  me.  “I 

will  take  this  down  to  Dr.  Winters,  and  have  him 
analyze  it,  and  if  he  finds  poison  in  it,  that  wo¬ 
man  will  be  in  prison  before  night.” 

In  answer  she  only  returned  a  scornful  laugh, 
and  defied  him  to  do  his  worst.  / 

Dr.  Winters  analyzed  the  contents/of  the  coffefo 
pot,  and  found  arsenic  in  sufficient  quantity  to 
kill  a  regiment;  and  Mr.  Forrest  made  his  word 
good  in  having  his  niece  at  once  arrested  and 
lodged  in  jail. 

When  brought  to  trial  she  was  pronounced 
insane  by  the  court  physicians. 

The  only  plausible  theory  ever  offered  m  ex¬ 
tenuation  of  her  crimes  was  that  they  were  in¬ 
fluenced  by  a  brute  love  of  power. 

She  learned  the  power  of  arsenic — the  littl# 
white  powders  that  she  could  buy  for  a  few 
pennies. 

With  them  she  could  throw  people  into  tor¬ 
ments,  and  send  them  to  their  last  account — she, 
the  poor,  weak,  little  governess. 

It  was  a  great  power,  and  its  use  fascinated 
her  weak  brain  until  she  used  it,  alas!  too  often 
and  too  fatally. 

In  consideration  of  her  insanity,  on  being 
found  guilty  of  the  murder  of  Mi’s.  Forrest  and 
her  ttvo  children,  Fanny  Wentworth  was  sent 
to  an  insane  asylum  for  life. 

And  there  she  is  up  to  the  present  time;  shorn 
of  all  opportunity  to  invoke  the  fatal  power  by 
which  she  wrought  so  much  unhappiness. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

KRASSIN  LEARNS  ENGLISH  IN  MONTH 
Leonid  Krassin,  business  envoy  of  Lenine,  has 
won  a  $125  bet  by  learning  to  speak  English  in 
one  month. 

When  he  arrived  in  London,  Krassin  was  told 
by  the  manager  of  his  hotel  that  English  was 
difficult  to  learn.  The  wager  was  then  made. 
Krassin  won  when  at  the  end  of  thirty  days  he 
discussed  English  sports  with  the  manager  for 
fifteen  minutes. 


WOULD  REPAY  OLD  LOAN 
Sixty-seven  years  ago  while  in  Shreveport,  La., 
C.  F.  Rogers,  an  engineer  of  Columbus,  Ga.,  bor¬ 
rowed  enough  money  from  E.  O.  Snow,  stage 
line  agent,  to  return  home.  For  various  reasons 
including  the  civil  war,  the  money  was  not  re¬ 
paid,  and  now  Rogers  is  trying  to  locate  heirs 
of  his  benefactor  in  order  to  repay  the  loan. 

The  story  is  related  in  a  letter  received  by 
Dr.  George  S.  Sexton,  pastor  of  the  First  Metho¬ 
dist  Church  here,  whose  assistance  in  seeking 
Snow’s  heirs  is  enlisted  by  the  borrower,  writing 
from  Ms  home  in  Lotohatchee,  Ala. 


THREE  WOMEN  SAW  THROUGH  OHIO 
JAIL  BARS  AND  ESCAPE 

Three  women  prisoners  sawed  their  way  to 
freedom  at  the  county  jail  Akron,  Ohio,  June  30. 
They  are: 

Carrie  Childs,  negress,  charged  with  pocket 
picking;  Marie  Hamilton,  negress,  charged  with 
cutting  to  kill,  and  Pearl  White,  charged  with 
pocket  picking.  The  women  occupied  the  same 
cell. 

The  escape  was  made  the  more  daring  by  rea¬ 
son  of  the  location  of  the  cell  directly  over  the 
Jail  office.  The  women,  after  sawing  the  bars, 
dropped  to  the  ground  directly  in  front  of  the 
office  window. 


PUTS  LIFE  INTO  MARSH  LAND  IN 
FRASER  VALLEY 

Cecil  Tice  of  the  Guelph  Agricultural  College 
Is  known  as  an  agronomist,  but  he  is  also  a 
pathologist  to  sick  soil.  Adept  in  the  chemical 
mysteries  of  the  soil,  when  land  is  ill  he  knows 
the  remedies  that  will  work  a  cure. 

Zwenty  thousand  acres  of  bog  land  have  lain 


rncuu  vated  for  years  at  Pitt  Meadow,  on  the 
Canadian  National  Railway,  in  the  heart  of  one 
of  the  richest  fruit  and  orchard  regions  of  the 
Fraser  Valley,  B.  C.  Many  a  farmer  looking 
across  the  marshy  desolation  ha.s  thought  what 
wealth  would  be  his  if  only  its  rank  reeds  and 
rushes  were  replaced  with  apple  and  plum  trees 
and  fields  of  strawberries. 

"Dr.”  Tice  recently  made  a  professional  call 
on  the  marsh  and  studied  it  with  a  scientific  eye. 
He  was  half  inclined  to  think  at  first  it  was  tv 
case  of  dementia  praecox.  For  land  that  might 
be  producing  rich  fruit  crops  to  remain  in  such 
condition  suggested  insanity.  But  ho  decided 
finally  the  land  was  merely  sour. 

“All  it  needs,”  he  said,  “is  sweetening.” 

This  verdict  made  the  farmers  of  the  region 
laugh.  Sweetening  20,000  acres,  they  thought, 
would  cost  more  than  the  land  was  worth,  with 
sugar  around  30  cents  a  pound. 

But  the  British  Columbia  Department  of  Agri¬ 
culture  had  faith  in  “Dr.”  Tice’s  diagnosis  and 
set  aside  a  fund  to  enable  the  physiclon  to  ap¬ 
ply  his  nostrums.  Tice  has  just  begun  his  min¬ 
istrations.  Much  to  the  surprise  of  the  fanners 
he  did  not  order  a  few  trainloads  of  sugar  He 
first  drained  ten  acres.  After  the  soil  had  dried 
out,  he  broke  the  surface  with  a  cultivator.  Later 
on  he  will  plough  it.  His  purpose  is,  as  he  ex¬ 
plains,  to  warm  and  energize  it. 

Sunshine  is  the  sugar  I  will  use  to  sweeten 
the  land,”  he  said. 


LAUGHS 

Man  with  wooden  leg — Your  charge  for  crema¬ 
tion  is  exorbitant.  Porter  at  cemetery — Well,  we 
will  throw  off  ten  per  cent,  in  your  case,  on  ac¬ 
count  of  your  wooden  leg. 


A  little  girl  joyfully  assured  her  mother  the 
other  day  that  she  had  found  out  where  they  made 
horses;  she  had  seen  a  man  finishing  one  “He 
was  nailing  on  his  last  foot.” 


A  young  man,  searching  for  his  father’s  pig 
accosted  an  Irishman  as  follows:  “Have  you  «=een 
a  stray  pig  about  here?”  “Faith,  how' could  I 
tell  a  stray  pig  from  any  other?” 


“Why,  Tommy,”  exclaimed  the  Sunday-school 
teacher,  “don’t  you  say  your  prayers  every  night 
before  you  go  to  bed?”  “Not  any  more,”  replied 
Umugh'”  ^  us^er  when  I  slept  in  a  folding  bed. 


vwitu,  uues  your  iatner  do  when  you  ask  h 
questions?”  asked  one  small  boy.  “He  genera 
?ays,  ‘I’m  busy  now;  don’t  bother  me,’  ”  repl 
the  other  “Then  when  I  go  out  of  the  room 
looks  in  the  encyclopedia.” 


Uncle  John,”  queried  the  prettv  girl  who  was 
seeking  information,  “would  1  be  justified  in  writ- 
S°  ®  young  man  who  has  never  written  to 
mo  .  Only  on  very  important  business,  mv 
donr.  answered  the  old  man.  “Well,  this  is  im¬ 
portant  business,  ’  she  explained.  “I  want  him 
to  marry  me.” 
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*  FEW  GOOd  ITEMS 


FINDS  RING  LOST  YEARS  AGO 
John  Hunter  the  other  day  excavated  from 
the  soil  in  the  rear  of  his  Holland  street  home 
near  Eddystone,  Pa.,  a  diamond  ring,  which  he 
had  lost  there  more  than  twelve  years  ago.  It 
was  while  spading  that  Hunter  lost  the  ring 
from  a  hole  in  his  pocket.  He  had  no  idea  where 
he  had  dropped  it,  and  in  time  forgot  all  about  it. 

He  was  turning  over  the  soil  again  with  a 
spade,  and  to  his  surprise  the  long-lost  ring  came 
up  on  a  spadeful  of  dirt.  A  little  washing  and 
polishing  restored  it  to  its  original  beauty.  The 
ring  is  valued  at  $200. 


A  CACTUS  WHITEWASH 
At  some  of  our  Western  Army  posts' where  the 
common  cactu3  in  abundant  it  may  be  worth  while 
to  try  a  use  for  it  described  by  U.  S.  Consul 
Frederic  WT.  Goding,  of  Montevideo.  In  the  Con¬ 
sular  and  Trade  Reports  he  says:  “When  travel¬ 
ing  through  the  rural  districts  of  Uruguay,  one  s 
attention  is  attracted  to  the  fine  white  color  of  the 
farm  buildings,  even  during  the  wet  season.  To 
obtain  this  neat  effect  a  whitewash  is  used  which 
is  made  with  the  sliced  leaves  of  the  common 
cactus,  macerated  in  water  for  twenty-four  hours, 
producing  a  solution  of  creamy  consistency;  to 
this  lime  is  added  and  well  mpt^d.  \\  nen  applied 
to  any  surface,  be  it  of  wood,  brick,  iron,  or  other 
material,  a  beautiful  pearly  white  appeaiance  is 
produced  which  will  endure  through  storms  and 
frosts  for  many  years.  In  sections  of  the  United 
States  where  the  cactus  is  a  nuisance,  the^  plant 
might  be  utilized  in  the  manner  suggested.” 


CUPID  AIDED  BY  INDIAN  RUNNERS 

Unusual  romance  is  not  confined  to  fiction  and 
;1ip  movies.  Here  is  the  story  of  how  swift  Li¬ 
lian  runners  acted  as  Cupid’s  aids  to  bring  an 
Indian  maiden  to  the  bedside  of  her  betrothed. 
A-  they  padded  over  the  prairie  trails  of  the 
Keshena  Reservation  for  the  Indian  girl,  the 
nan,  leading  manufacturer  of  Wisconsin,  lay 
seriously  ill. 

y  nd  when  the  runners  found  the  girl  and  hur- 
t-ied  her  to  her  sweetheart’s  bedside  there  was 
o  announcement  of  an  engagement,  plans  for 
•  carriage  and  a  waiting  bungalow. 

The  engagement  of  Miss  Agnes  Gauthier  and 
p.,u  Rogers,  manufacturer  of  Milwaukee,  was 
Vi  *led  when  news  reached  here  of  the  arrival 
Sheboygan  of  Miss  Gauthier,  at  the  bedside 


01  Mr.  Rogers. 

M  .  Rogers  is  ill  in  a  hospital  in  that  city  with 
p  •  a !y.-i.>r  and  Miss  Gauthier  reached  him  only 
a  r  Indian  runners  had  been  sent  out^on  the 
»  <•:, a.  Indian  reservation  to  locate  her  at  the 

h  r*,  of  her  parents. 

y  u  _,crs,  who  is  34  years  old,  i3  president 
2  manager  of  the  Westmore  Reamer 

(  ,  and  has  been  engaged  to  Miss  Gau- 

t  i  bout  a  year.  The  engagement  wa3 

r  •  ,  )  ;ivc-  been  given  out  until  a  month  beforo 
l  nn.T iage,  which  was  to  have  taken  place 


Miss  Gauthier,  a  dark  eyed,  slender  slip  of  a 
girl,  is  23.  Her  father  is  a  full  blooded  Keshena 
Indian.  Her  mother  is  Irish.  She  came  to  the 
home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  J.  Kershaw  in 
Milwaukee  about  eight  years  #  ago  and  was 
brought  up  and  educated  as  their  daughter,  at¬ 
tending  Holy  Angels  Academy! 

“I  was  to  ^pend  mly  vacation  with  my  real 
father  and  mother  on  Menominees  reservation, 
and  Mr.  Rogers  was  to  drive  me  up  there,”  said 
Miss  Gauthier,  while  carpenters  were  busily 
working  on  the  bungalow  which  she'is  to  enter 
as  a  bride.  “When  we  left  Milwaukee  he  was 
slightly  ill,  so  I  drove  for  a  while.  By  the  time 
we  arrived  in  Sheboygan  Mr.  Rogers  believed 
he  had  influenza  and  went  to  the  hospital.” 

Miss  Gauthier  left  Sheboygan,  continuing  her 
trip  north  to  the  reservation  and  reaching  her 
father’s  home.  Then  Mr.  Rogers  became  worse, 
and  messages  were  sent  by  runners  to  three  parts 
of  the  Indian  reservation  to  find  Miss  Gauthier. 
She  drove  nine  miles  in  a  motor  car  and  then 
proceeded  by  train  to  Sheboygan. 

Mr.  Rogers’s  chances  for  recovery  are  good, 
according  to  his  physicians,  two  of  whom  went 
to  Sheboygan  from  .  Milwaukee. 


“THE  WAY  TO  BECOME  A  MOVING  PIC¬ 
TURE  ACTRESS’*  is  in  “Moving  Picture  Stories,” 
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FISH  CAUGHT  BY  HAND. 

John  Ridel  bach  pleaded  guilty  before  Judge 
Dildine  and  paid  a  fine  of  $25  and  costs  for  violat¬ 
ing  the  State  law  by  catching  fish  with  his  hands 
in  the  Sandusky  River,  Tiffin,  Ohio.  He  said  he 
didn’t  know  he  had  to  use  a  hook.  He  thought  he 
wouldn’t  hurt  the  fish  so  much  if  he  used  his  fin¬ 
gers  to  catch  them,  he  said. 

LEADS  JAIL  ORCHESTRA. 

An  orchestra  has  been  formed  by  prisoners  m 
the  County  Jail,  Oregon  City,  Ore.  The  orches¬ 
tra  consists  of  three  pieces — a  violin,  guitar,  and 
mandolin,  and  is  led  by  Glavich,  bootlegger  of 
Portland.  Although  these  young  men  are  con¬ 
fined  in  the  County  Jail,  they  are  a  happy  bunch 
and  have  made  many  friends  who  have  called 
on  them  and  donated  magazines  and  music,  lhe 
boys  are  practising  diligently  and  will  soon  be 
ready  for  “outside”  engagements. 

$100  A  MONTH  ON  FARM 
Demand  for  farm  laborers  is  heavy  throughout 
western  Canada.  Wages  of  $75  and  $100  are  now 
being  offered  in  the  mixed  farming  country  along 
the  Canadian  National  Railways  in  Manitoba, 
Saskatchewan  and  Alberta.  These  are  the  high¬ 
est  wages  ever  offered  for  farm  help  in  the  his¬ 
tory  of  the  Canadian  West. 

Thousands  of  soldiers,  who  formerly  were  farm 
hands,  have  taken  land  under  the  soldier  settle¬ 
ment  act  and  have  become  farmers  on  their  own 
account.  When  harvest  begins  in  the  latter  part 
of  July,  it  is  believed  the  demand  for  farm 
laborers  will  be  more  insistent  and  wages  even 
higher  than  at  present. 

HE  KEPT  A  RECORD. 

A  peculiar  old  man  has  died  at  Vienna  in  his 
73rd  year,  says  the  London  Express.  He  died 
with^th^-Msputation  of  being  the  most  exact  man 
iL.1- record.  From  his  27th  year  he  kept  accurate 
^^ount  of  all  he  bought  and  what  he  paid  for  it. 
]n  the  27  years  of  his  convivial  life  he  consumed 
28,786  glasses  of  beer.  He  gave  up  drinking  in 
his  54th  year,  but  he  continued  to  smoke  con- 
itantly,  even  during  his  last  sickness,  raising  the 
number  of  his  cigars  to  628,713,  or  an  average  of 
13,667  a  year.  Of  the  whole  number  some  43,500 
were  given  to  him;  he  bought  the  rest  for  $12, - 
500,  or  about  two  cents  each. 

STATUS  OF  ARMY  PERSONNEL. 

Strength  of  the  Army.— The  estimated  strength 
of  the  Army  on  June  17  was  213,135,  not  includ¬ 
ing  nurses  and  Army  field  clerks.  Of  this  num¬ 
ber  15,689  were  officers. 

Enlistments. — Enlistment  papers  received  to 
June  12  show  210,446  enlistments  since  recruiting 
was  commenced  Feb.  28,  1919.  Of  this  number, 
172,301  are  still  in  service. 

Furloughs  to  Reserve. — Between  Jan.  1,  1919, 
and  May  31,  1920,  a  total  of  41,062  enlisted  men 
of  the  Regular  Army  were  furloughed  to  the 
Reserve.  The  greatest  number  furloughed  during 
one  month  was  9,239  during  March,  1920. 


Resignations  of  Regular  Army  Officers. — From 
Nov.  11,  1918,  to  June  1,  1920,  there  were  2,549 
officers  who  resigned  their  commissions  in  the 
Regular  Army.  _ _ 

RELIC  OF  AZTEC  DAYS. 

After  lying  undisturbed  for  hundreds  and  per* 
haps  thousands  of  years,  the  grave  of  some  old 
Indian  chieftain  was  rudely  disturbed  by  city 
workmen  employed  in  digging  a  sanitary  sewer 
lying  in  Brownsville,  Tex. 

lhe  burial  place  of  the  old  Aztec  warrior  was 
located  in  what  is  now  one  of  the  most  popular 
sections  of  the  city,  but  what  was  formerly  tha 
banks  of  an  old  resaca  and  at  one  time  probably 
the  bank  of  the  Rio  Grande,  at  the  northeastern 
city  limits. 

The  bones  were  preserved  in  almost  their  nat¬ 
ural  shape  through  petrification  and  their  sizo 
indicated  that  before  his  death,  perhaps  long  be¬ 
fore  the  white  man  ever  heard  of  the  Rio  Grande, 
the  "warrior  had  been  an  enormously  big  mam 
That  his  wife  was  an  active  one  was  demonstrat¬ 
ed  by  the  fact  that  one  of  his  arms  had  been 
fractured  and  the  arm  failed  to  knit  smoothly. 
The  most  perfectly  preserved  portions  of  the 
body  were  the  teeth,  which  are  worn  smooth,  and 
indicated  that  the  man  was  not  young.  They  bore 
no  signs  of  decay  or  break. 

COFFEE  CAME  FIRST  FROM  ABYSSINIA. 

Abyssinia  is  the  original  home  of  the  coffee- 
tree,  and  in  the  southern  and  western  highlands 
of  that  country  there  are  still  immense  forests 
of  it  that  have  never  been  touched. 

In  a  report  to  the  Department  of  Commerce, 
Addison  E.  Southard,  United  States  Consul  at 
Aden,  says: 

“It  is  from  the  name  ‘Kaffa’  that  the  word 
‘coffee’  is  said  to  have  come.  All  accounts  as  to 
the  introduction  of  coffee  to  the  world  do  not 
agree,  but  the  weight  of  the  evidence  is  to  the 
effect  that  the  Arabs  in  about  the  eleventh  cen¬ 
tury  brought  coffee  from  Abyssinia,  calling  it 
the  fruit  of  the  tree  of  Kaffa,  from  the  Abys¬ 
sinian  province  in  which  they  got  it.  Seeds  were 
planted  in  Arabia  and  developed  the  fine  coffee 
known  to-day  as  Mocha.  Due  to  cultivation  and 
the  change  of  soil  and  climate,  the  Mocha  coffee 
is  a  very  great  improvement  over  the  Kaffa  stock 
from  which  it  originated. 

“When,  according  to  history,  the  Arabs  over¬ 
ran  Abyssinia  in  the  fifteenth  century  and  occu¬ 
pied  the  great  agricultural  province  of  Harrar, 
they  brought  Mocha  coffee  seeds,  which  were 
planted,  and  this  coffee  is  to-day  the  principal 
agricultural  crop  in  that  province.  Thus  we  have 
the  two  kinds  of  Abyssinian-grown  coffee:  the 
indigenous  and  uncultivated  plant  in  southern  and 
western  Abyssinia,  and  the  cultivated  Harrar 
plant,  which  originated  from  the  same  indigenous 
stock,  but  which  is  very  much  superior,  owing, 
presumably,  to  cultivation  and  to  its  having  come 
into  the  eastern  part  of  the  country  via  Arabia, 
instead  of  direct,  as  might  well  have  been  the 
case.” 


A  FLOATING 
CHURCH 


Of  the  nine¬ 
teen  counties  of 
Western  Wash¬ 
ington,  eighteen 
are  accessible  to 
seagoing  vessels, 
hence  the  Robert 
G.  Seymour,  a 
floating  church, 
operated  on  Pu¬ 
get  Sound  by  the 

v.  Wilbert  R. 
Howell  and  his 
wife. 

During  the 
four  years  that 
the  Robert  Sey¬ 
mour  has  been  in 
operation,  it  has 
traveled  on  an 
average  of  3,000 
miles  a  year, 
carrying  religion 
to  Island  County 
and  up  Hood  Ca¬ 
nal.  It  regularly 
visits  sixteen 
ports  and  as 
many  1  o  g  g  i  n  g 
camps. 

The  boat  is 
-one  often  for  a 
month  at  a  time, 
and  has  weather¬ 
ed  some  of  the 
toughest  gales 
ever  experienced 
on  the  Sound. 

Not  infrequent¬ 
ly,  after  a  sermon 
delivered  aboard 
the  Gospel  ship, 
or  on  shore,  some 
woman  will  come 
forward  with  a 
question  on  her 
lips  regarding 
what  lies  near  her 
heart  relative  to 
the  latest  style  in 
dresses  or  hats, 
and  always  an  an¬ 
swer  is  forthcom¬ 
ing — for  the  good 
pilot  never  omits 
to  include  fashion 
books  among  his 
hymnals. 

One  woman 
acknowledged  the 
fact  that  a  ser¬ 
mon  preached  re¬ 
cently  by  the  Cap- 
”t*in  of  the  Gospel 
boat  was  the  first 
•he  had  heard  in 
a  dozen  years. 
/  Bh  ff  was  the 
mother  of  nine 
ch  >iren,  and  had 
had  no  opportu- 
«  »lty  previously  of 
hearing  a  church 
••nr  ice. 


REDUCE  WEBGHT  EASILY 

No  more  worry  about  your  over-stoutness.  Take  Oil  of 
Korein,  follow  the  simple,  health  -  improving  Korein  system 
and  it  is  positively  guaranteed  you  will  lose  10  to  60  pounds 
or  even  more — whatever  amount  of  superfluous  fat  you  need 
to  be  rid  of —or  this  self  treatment  will  cost  you  nothing.  We 
offer  $100.00  Cash  Guarantee!  It  is  in  every  box. 

Measure  and  weigh  yourself  now;  watch  the  delightful 
steady  reduction.  Become  healthier,  younger  in  appearance, 
more  active  and  attractive;  gain  real  beauty. 

This  method  is  also  guaranteed  to  be  perfectly  harmless.  Oil 
of  Korein  is  not  a  laxative;  contains  no  thyroid— but  is  a  vege- 
talized  oil  containing  genuine  fucus  vesiculosus,  an  ingredient 
obtained  from  certain  seaweeds.  Those  who  follow  Korein  system 
are  astonished  at  the  reduction  —  after  all 
else  fails.  Recommended  by  physicians. 


A  prominent  Philadelphian,  George  Reynolds,  Walton  Av¬ 
enue,  lost  20  lbs.  the  first  month  and  continued  using  Oil  of 
Korein,  massaging  himself  daily,  until  he  reduced  64  lbs. 
Mrs.  J.  B.  Hansen,  Plattsville,  reduced  20  lbs.  in  less  than  2 
months.  Mrs.  L.  C.  Patrick,  Niland,  wanted  to  reduce  8  lbs. 
and  did  so  in  two  weeks.  Miss  Ray  lost  69  lbs.  An  Albany 
business  man,  F.  G.  Drew,  lost  56  lbs.  in  3  months.  Many 
say  “fat  seems  to  melt  away,”  or  “measurements  decrease 
like  magic,”  etc.  Legions  of  voluntary  testimonials. 

Don’t  carry  the  tedious  burden  of  unhealthy  fat.  Become 
slender  and  attractive  by  this  superior  easy  method.  Amaze 
yourself  and  friends.  Increase  your  efficiency! 

.Oil  of  Korein  comes  in  capsules,  easy  to  take.  Buy  a  small 
box  at  any  busy  pharmacy;  or  the  druggist  will  get  it  for  you. 
Or,  write  us  and  we  will  mail  you  a  box  in  plain  wrapper, 
which  you  may  pay  for  when  it  comes  to  you. 

Begin  reducing  now!  Become  thin  and  stay  so! 

New  Book  “Reduce  Weight  Happily”  gives  helpful  informa¬ 
tion.  Will  be  mailed  free  on  request.  Cut  this  advertisement 
out  and  keep  it.  Show  fat  friends.  Do  not  lose  thi3  chance  of 
a  Hf etiine  to  improve  yourself  marvelously.  Address: 

KOREIN  CO.,  NL-103,  Sta.  F.,  New  York 


BACCO 


SNUFF  HABIT 


SORENESS  HEALED 

Boro  or  open  lets,  ulcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  yon  work.  Write  for 
free  book  and  describe  your  own  case. 

A.  C.  I.iepe,  1457  Green  Bay  Av.,  Milwaukee.  AVI*. 

“A  Quart  for  A  Quarter” 


Cured  or  No  PAY 


No  matter  whether  used  in  pipe,  cigarette, 
cigars,  chewed,  or  used  in  the  form  of  snuff. 
Superba  Tobacco  Remedy  contains  nothing 
injurious,  no  dope,  poisons,  or  habit  form¬ 
ing  drugs.  Guaranteed.  Sent  on  trial.  If 
it  enres  costs  you  onp  dollar.  If  it  falls,  or 
if  you  are  not  perfectly  satisfied,  costs  you 
nothing.  Write  for  full  remedy  today. 
Bl'PERBA  COMPANY.  M21  Baltimore.  Md. 


M.r.w.  H.r  B.»o  to  m»k»  him  Prop«M  Mlrrlif*- 
rXl,.,  -How  to  Win  th.  F.Tor  of  Loti... 

* l0”r* 25crosmiB 

WARD  PUB.  CO.,  TILTON,  N.  ti. 


K  Superior  quality 
blue,  black,  red, 
violet  or  green. 
Put  up  in  dry 
form,  1  powder  in 
water  makes  1 
quart.  Worth  three  or  four  times  at 
retail  price.  1  powder,  25  cents;  0 
powders,  $1.00  Postpaid.  Big  oppor¬ 
tunity  for  agents. 

SHELTON  CHEMICAL  CO. 

101 -A  Shelton,  Conn. 


MOUSTACHE 


To  accelerate  the  growth  of  a  Moustache  use  KOTALKO. 

A  small  box  will  be  mailed  for  25  cents;  n  large  box  tot 
$1.00.  Postpaid  in  plain  package.  Fine  reports  from 
inn ii V  users.  Send  cash  or  stamps  to  John  Hart  Brit¬ 
tain,' 150  East  32d  St.  (BC  103).  New  York  City,  N.  Y. 


» 
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A  CROWING 
HEN 


William  H. 
Gates,  Professor 
of  Zoology  m  the 
Louisiana  State 
University,  sends 
to  the  Journal  oi 
Heredity  an  ac¬ 
count  of  a  hen 
that  seemed  to  he 


turning  into  a 
rooster.  She  was 
a  white  Wyan¬ 
dotte,  hatched  on 

March  24,  19a.o, 
o  f  good  stocK. 
She  proved  to  be 
an  extra  g  o  o  c. 
layer.  Twice  in 
f'h  e  season  o  t 
1914  and  three 
times  in  1915  she 
went  to  setting. 

In  all  ways  she 
was  a  nice,  lady-, 
like,  motherly 
hen,  never  guilty 
o  f  the  slighest 
impropriety.  The 
moult  of  1915 
came,  and  the 
whole  character 
of  the  hen 
changed  with  it. 
She  lost  all  her 


feminine  charac¬ 
teristics  and  as¬ 
sumed  those  of 
the  opposite  sex. 
Her  comb  and  ^ 
wattles  grew  to 
the  size  of  those 
of  average  fancy 
stock  roosters; 
TM'^tlr^^hackle 
and  saddled  fea¬ 
thers  took  on  the 
narrow  pointed 
style  affected  by 
Wyandotte  roost¬ 
ers.  She  started 
crowing,  and  in 
a  short  time  de¬ 
veloped  a  full, 
prolonged  crow 
which  she  used 
regularly  every 
morning  for  an 
hour  or  so  before 
daybreak. 


British  inter- 
ests  will  establish 
an  aerial  mail 
service  over  a 
route  2,600  miles 
long  in  South 
America,  from 
Pernambuco  t  o 
Buenos  Ayres, 
with  stops  at  ten 
points  between. 


LITTLI 

U  J^Hfl 

Write  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  118  East  28th  Street,  New  York  City, 
or  8  South  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 

AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  re  rise  poems. 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub- 
mil  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios,  loot, 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 

PERSONAL 

IF  YOU  WISH  a  pretty  and  wealthy  wife,  write  m* 
enclosing  a  stamped  envelope  and  I  will  answer. 
Lillian  Sproul.,  Station  H,  Cleveland,  O. 

LONELY  MAIDEN,  26,  wofild  marry.  Write  for  pic¬ 
ture.  Box  150IC.  Syracuse,  N.  Y. 

AGENTS 

DON’T  ©0  THIRSTY:  Try  my  punches.  Port,  Black¬ 
berry,  drape.  Cherry,  Orange-,  Claret.  Bottle  makes 
thirty  glasses.  Delicious  beverage  50  cts.  Agents 
wanted.  Hamilton  Mfg..  Barnes  City.  Iowa. 

MARRY.  Most  successful  "Home  Maker."  Hundreds 
rich.  Confidential,  reliable,  years'  experience,  descrip¬ 
tions  free.  "The  Successful  Club,"  Bex  556,  Oak¬ 
land,  Cal. 

AGENTS— To  travel  by  automobile  introducing  our 
big  line  of  fast  summer  sellers.  The  greatest  line  cu 
earth.  Make  $10  a  day  easy.  Complete  outfit  and 
automobile  furnished  to  workers.  Write  at  once  for 
exclusive  territory.  American  Produets  Co.,  2365  Amer¬ 
ican  Building,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

MARRY  RICH,  hundreds  anxious,  descriptive  list  free 
satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club,  Dept.  A,  Eapid 
City,  So.  Dak. 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 
secrets.  Black  art,  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co.,  R720,  Camden,  N.  J. 

AGENTS.  Learn  about  the  profits  supplying  perfume 

to  families  by  addressing  Leffier  &  Co.,  762  Walton, 
St.  Louis.  Mo. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios.  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 

ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

HIGH  ART  PHOTOS— Beautiful  Models  in  artistic 
poses.  Send  10  cts.  for.  miniature  sheet  and  price 
list.  United  Sales  Co.,  Springfield,  Ill. 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  frtra 

$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  description, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Send 
no  money.  Address  Standard  Cor.  Club,  Grayslakc-.  111. 

ORIENTAL  DANCER;  she  does  real  Salome  wiggle, 
sealed  25  cts.  Hamilton  Mfg.,  Barnes  City,  Itjwa. 

MARRY:  Names,  Addresses,  ladies  and  gentlemen  desir¬ 
ing  early  marriage  25  cts.  Sweetheart’s  Magazine, 
Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

REAL  PHOTOGRAPHS,  sure  to  please.  Send  25  cts. 
Hamilton  Company,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

CLASSY  girl  pictures— 2  beaut-ies.  25  cts.;  sixteen  $1 ; 
refunded  if '  dissatisfied.  Roseleaf,  St.  Louis.  Mo. 

GET  MARRIED — Best  Matrimonial  Magazine  published. 

Mailed  FREE.  Many  worth  from  $1,000  and  upward 
wanted  to  get  married,  either  sex.  American 'Distributor, 
Suite  217,  Blalrsville.  Pa. 

FOR  SALE 

SILK  REMNANTS.  largest  packages  yet  offered.  Square 
of  stamped  satin  free  with  every  package.  15  cts. 
Silk  Manufacturers  Agency.  Portland.  Me. 

MARRY — FREE  PHOTOS  beautiful  ladies;  descriptions 
and  directory:  pay  when  married.  New  Plan  Co., 
Dept  245.  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

LAND,  in  Michigan  of  20,  40  or  80  acres  make  you 
independent;  general  crops,  6toek,  poultry  or  fruit. 
$15  to  $85  per  acre.  Easy  payments.  Rig  booklet 
free.  Swigart  Land  Company,  M1268,  First  National 
Bank  Building,  Chicago.  >-11]. 

MARRY,  many  rich.  Particulars  far  stamp.  Mrs.  Mor¬ 
rison,  3053  yf.  Holden  St..  Seattle,  Wash. 

MARRY.  For  sure  success  hundred  select  wealthy  mem¬ 
bers,  both  sex.  wishing  marriage;  strictly  confidential; 
most  reliable;  years  experience  in  this  work;  only  hon¬ 
orable  people  wanted.  Free  list.  The  Successful  Cupid, 
Mrs.  Cappel.  Box  115.  Oakland,  Cal. 

HELP  WANTED 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too,  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mail  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wkly.  No  capital  cr  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everything:  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co..  Tilton.  N.  H. 

WOULD  YOU  LIKE  A  WONDERFUL  LITTLE  WIFE? 

Write!  Stamped  envelopo  or  no  reply.  Santee,  Box 
740.  Chicago,  111. 

IF  YOU  WANT  a  Healthy,  Wealthy.  Loring  Wile, 
write  me.’  M.  A.,  4214  California  St,  San  Fran¬ 
cisco.  Calif. 

SECRET  SERVICE  OPERATIVES  AND  DETECTIVES 

are  In  demand.  Earn  big  money.  Travel  every¬ 
where.  Fascinating  work.  Learn  this  profession  by 
home  study.  Particulars  free.  American  School  of 
Criminology,  Dept.  M.  Detroit.  Mich. 

MARRY.  Thousands  of  people:  all  ag6»;  worth  $5  000 
to  $400,000:  anxious  for  marriage:  write  for  n?y  list, 
fre6.  Ralph  Hyde.  B2  Minna  St.,  San  Francisco,  Calif. 

EE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 

for  secret  investigation  ill  your,  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  Westcver  Bldg..  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

SCIENTIFIC 

YOUR  LIFE  STORY  in  the  stars.  Send  birth  date  and 
dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  4307  Jefferson.  Kansas 
City.  Mo. 

RAILWAY  TRAFFIC  INSPECTORS  earn  from  $110  to 

$200  per  month  and  expenses.  Travel  if  desired.  Un¬ 
limited  advancement.  No  age  limit.  We  train  you. 
Positions  furnished  under  guarantee.  Write  for  Booklet) 
CM,  103,  Standard  Business  Training  Institute,  Buffalo, 
V.  Y 

YOUR  LIFE  STORY  in  the  stars.  Bend  birth  data  and 
dime  for  trial  reading.  Sherman,  Rapid  City,  S.  Dak. 

ASTROLOGICAL  READING  given  with  Key  to  Health. 
10  cts.  birthdaic.  worth  $1.  Joseph  L.  Devere,  32S 

West  Madison  SPeet.  Chicago. 

SALESMEN— CITY  OR  TRAVELING.  Experience  un¬ 
necessary.  Send  for  list  of  lines  and  full  particulars. 
Prepare  in  spare  time  to  earn  the  big  salaries — $2,500 
:o  $10, ('00  a  year.  Employment  services  rendered  mem¬ 
bers.  National  Salesmen's  Training  Association,  Dept 
166H.  Chicago.  Ill. 

SONGWRITERS 

YOU  WRITE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  write  the 
music,  publish  and  secure  a  copyright.  Submit  poems 
on  any  subject.  The  Metropolitan  Studios.  914  South 
Michigan  Ave..  Room  147,  Chicago,  Ill. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  cn  any  subject;  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  60NG.  We  write  music. 

guarantee  publisher’s  acceptance.  Submit  poems  on 
patriotism,  love  or  any  subject.  Chester  Music  Co..  920 
So.  Michigan  Ave..  Sulto  249.  Chicago.  Ill. 

WRITE  A  SONG— Love.  Mother.  Home.  Childhood, 
’patriotic  or  any  subject.  I  compose  music  and 
guarantee  publication.  Send  words  to-day.  Thomas 
Merlin,  298  R-tper  Block.  Chicago. 

ELECTRICAL  Tattooing  Machine.  $3.  $5  and  $7.  Cata¬ 
logue  for  stamp.  *  J.  H.  Temke,  1019  Vine,  K,  Cin¬ 
cinnati.  O. 

SWEETHEARTS  FISH  flfc  Bit,  Like 

Hungry  Wolves.  Box,  25  cts.;  Five,  $1.00.  Hamilton 
kffg  .  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  pcemt. 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studio*.  165C. 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 

BOOKS  AND  PHOTOS— Catalog  FREE.  United  Bales 

Company,  Springfield.  III. 

YOU  WRITE  THE  WOROS  FOR  A  SONG,  we'll  com¬ 
pose  the  melody  free  and  publish  the  song  cArnplet*. 
The  Lenox  Company.  125th  St.  and  8th  Ave..  Blehop 
Bldg.,  New  York 

BOYS;  500  motiey-maklng  secrets  for  $5  eta.  to  lntroduc, 
our  catalog  of  books.  Bend  that  quarter  now  to  Em¬ 
pire  Supply  Co ...  £4  Norris  Ave..  Pawtucket.  It.  I,* 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  Lot*,  moiher, 

or  any  subject  We  compose  music,  guarantee  tree 
publication.  Submit  words  today.  Chicago  Mu*io 
Studio*.  Dept  .156,  T25  N.  Western.  Chicago  HI, 

100  FOREIGN  STAMPS  ONE  DIME.  Naxarlth  Stamp 

Co.  135  Norwell  fit,  Dorrhen'er,  21 

MAIDEN’S  PRAYER;  INTERESTING  VIEWS,  poat- 

csrds;  ten.  15c;  twenty.  25c;  catalogue  included. 
B’ewnrt  Company.  Providence.  Rhode  Island 

HAVlfVoU  SONG  PO^MSf  1  have  best  vnu  riiton. 
Rav  Hlhbelrr  PI #4.  4040  flicker**  Ave.,  t  Itlrasa, 

MYSTIC  wonder  pictures,  they’re  great;  2  package* 
10  cents,  s'lvcr.  Durso,  Dept  39,  25  Mulberry  8L. 
New  York  City. 

RABBITS 

RFAD  THE  RABBIT  JOURNAL.  Rt.  fY«nri*^  Wllk 
Two  years.  $1  00;  trial  subscription.  25  ct*. 

STAMMERING 

ST-STU-T-T-TERING  and  stammering  cured  at  home. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell.  15 
Fotontae  Bank  Bldg  .  Washington,  D.  C. 

STRONG.  CLEAR  VOICtf  F(Tr'Y()U  by  this  new  in- 
txprnsive  Anti -Stammering  and  Voice  Perfecting 

Method  Send  50  ets.  for  complete  instructions  by  which 
you  will  succeed.  E  M.  Jarvis,  Box  1381,  Salt  Lake 
City.  Vtah. _ 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  $1  If 
cured  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co.,  PC, 
Baltimore.  Md. _ 

TOBACCO  KILLS  MANLY  VIGOR.  Quit  habit  easily. 

Any  form,  chewing,  smoking  or  snufT.  cured  or  no 
charge.  If  cured,  31.  Stops  craving,  harmless.  Full 
remedy  on  trial.  Perkins  Co.,  B-51  Hastings,  Nebr. 


QUICK  HAIR  GROWTHS 
Box  Froo  To  You  I 


Would  Ton  Like  Seefi  a  Mtrult  at  fWW 

A’, SIS JSWfKatfBSSs 

ca»w?  if  se,  eOu  need  only  teiaoswer  this  adv. 
by  poeienr^  «r  lerw,  avttng  tor  f8£J  BOX. 
Tkis  fe>jsotw  pr%p«yejlon- U  tor  datidrmT.rfclii- 

cta*  Heir  lead  oerevat  form*  of  g*  «FS  3E7  *0? 
BAlDlijR*.  1*  many  c**.*,  1“  2. 

,  a  new  Sole  gmwtti  Aaa  been  reported  when 
)  all  eiee  bad  fatted.  JSe  why  not  -seo  tor 
yourself  (  Keskott  1 1  need  by  men  end 
women  \  It  is  pcrtoctiy  harmlms  end  often 
atarts  hair  growth  in  a  tow  days.  Address  C 

Koskott  laboratory,  KA  103,  Station  F,  New  York.  N.Y. 


OH  Bov 

CreoV  6 


GtrlsV 

port  with 


'SI,  /V'  CLAKOI*«ONE 

Voice  Thrower 

— —  Thro*  your  voice  under  the 

tftfcle,  back  of  n,  deor,  into  E 

dlfcrn,  Pollootnan,  Friends 


anybody.  This  Cfhyoplione  to 
a  small  ‘  ’  "  - 


<ls, 

_ _ _ _ _ e  to 

„  devioe  that  lays  on  your 

tpnffue  unseen,  nl ways  ready 
fer  uae  by  anyone.  Claxo^hone  with 
toll  instructions,  also  Se'.  of  Secret 
W  rltto*  TrleL'a,  all  eent  forflAC 
on.  dune.  No  stamp* 

CLAXO  TRICK  CO., 
Deot-S  Hew  Haven,  Conn. 


■NCx 


In  keayirg  your  boweli  regular  d«  not 

become  addicted  to  weakening  purgatives 
or  miner*!  luxatlrea:  Just  try  K0R0LAX; 
i*fe.  g«nrIo.  wholesome.  Best  and  goes 
farthest.  Oh’.tlnable  at  busy  druggists,  every¬ 
where  Koroiax  Is  re’lef  for  many  ailments. 
Including  constipation,  headaehes.  tilery 
•y*!l*.  oel'hlRi.  gas.  heartburn,  torpid  liver, 
bad  breath,  nervousness,  dyspepsia,  indiges¬ 
tion.  obesity,  mental  and  physical  dullness. 


BIB  VALUE  for.  1 0  Cts. 

6  Songs,  words  and  music;  25  Pic- 
tures  Fretty  Girls;40  Waysto  Make 
Money  1  Joke  Book;  I  Book  on 
Lost;  1  Magic  Book;  l  Book  X.etter 
Writing;  1  Dream  Book  and  For- 
tunTTeller;  1  Cook  Book;  1  Base 
Tall  Book  gtve»  rules  for  games;  1 
Toy  Maker  Book;  Language  of 
:  lowers,  1  Morse  Teleyaph  Alpha¬ 
bet-  12  Chemical  Experiments; 
Mafic  Ago  Taki«;  Great  North  Pole 
«,-n  e.  100  Conundrums  S  Puaxles; 
,,  ,  (a>  Autograph  Albums.  ,  All 


UGs 


30  DAYS  FREE  TRIAL 


Banger 
El  oo  trio 
Lighted 

tyjo  tor  bike 


ahd  freight  prepaid  on  any 
‘‘RANGER’’  bicycle.  Writ®  at  ones 

for  our  biff  catalog  and  special  offers. 
Select  from  44  styles,  colors  and  sizes 
in  the ‘  RANGER”  line. 

EASY  PAYMENTS  if  deBired.  at  a 
small  advance  over  our  Regular  Fac- 
tory-to-Rider  cash  prices. 

You.  cannot  afford  to  buy  without 
gre  ting-  our  latest  propositions  and  I 
Fjctory-to-Rlder  prices. 

Bay*,  be  a  ‘‘Rider  Agent”  and 
make  big  money  taking  orders 
lot  bicycles  and  supplies.  Get  our 
liberal  terms  on  a  sample  to  intro¬ 
duce  the  new  "RANGER”. 

Tires,  equipment,  sundries  end 
everything  in  the  bicycle  line  at  j 
haff  usual  prioes .  Writs  today. 

-  CYCLE  COMPANY 

Dept  W-188  ‘Chicago 


GLASS  BUL¬ 
LETS  CANNOT 
BREAK. 


E  MILITARY  AIRSHIP 

PARACHUTE! 


T^rJrr  T 


ruA 


|  Boys! hero'B the^raatmintary  j 

model  airship  ^  Largo  5 -ft.  1 
Jr  bag  with  inflater:  also 
^  parachute  and  dropp  n  g  device. 

7  ..  Can  drop  “bombs. '*  Willfly  for 

— ^  -j  -  , -  m«ics  at  heigh  t  of  1000  f  t.  mnd  can  b  «  u  s  e  d 

i...  .  ,  .  over  and  over  again.  Great  chance  f  or  b  o  y  s 

I  ?*? Hal  warfare  S  <snd  today  for  !6  packages  of  Bin  fro 

'  Household  Products.  sell at  10c  each  No  trouble  to  sell .  R. 
turn  mon«y  andthia  won  a  »rfu  I  airahiol*  vours.  Sand  no  money 
W  •  trU3t  you.  Boya,  if  you  want  reals ->o-t  gjt  this  airship. 
BINGO  CO..  DEFT.  BINGHAMTON,  W.  Y. 


iWvArnu:  for  l>  ctfc  RRd  n  eto.  jpoiUge. 
iL  K4J.L*  tO.,  Bex  t«  .  Baulk  fl#r walk,  Coan. 


GET  OH  THE 
VAUDEVILLE 


TAG; 


I  tell  yen  how!  Fascinating  profession.  Big  sal¬ 
aries.  Experience  unneceaasry.  Splendid  ingago- 
onenta  always  waiting.  Opportunity  for  travel. 
Theatrical  agonte  endorse  ny  method.*.  Thirty 
years'  experience  a*  both  nmn-  uar  and  performer. 
Ill uBtratei  book,  “All  A  bout  Vaudeville,  ”  FREE. 
S^nd  6  cents  postu.-e  and  state  ago  and  occupation. 

FREDERIC  LA  DEU.E.  Sta.  214. MCKSSfc.  MICK. 


NOW,  JAZZ  ’EM  UP,  BUYS!  A  NEW  AND  NIFTY  INYENTICH 

UTAOME<><; 

Slide  Flufe-Piccolo.  played  instantly.  2  5c  AGENTS  WANTED 

STEWART  CO.,  321 K  W.  48th  St..  N.  Y.  C 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 

$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  of 
Coins  dated  before  1805,  Keep  ALL  eld 
Money.  You  may  have  Coins  worth  a 
Larfje  Premium.  Send  10c.  foiv. new 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Book,  size  -IxU. 
Get  Posted  at  OHce. 

CLAItKE  COIN  CO.,  Bex  33.  Le  Rey,  N.  Y. 


NEW  SCIENTIFIC  WONDER 


PRICE 


I  C  .  eiLViR  ONLY_  BIG  Fun" 

DrkUff*  You  apjiarenUy  see  thru  Clothes,  Wood, 
KS  V  w  Stone,  any  obleott  See  Bones  In  Flesh. 
A  magic  trick  novelty  Freb  with  each  X  Ray. 

MARVEL  MFC.  CO..  Dept.  13.  NEW  HAVEN.  CONN. 


BO  XXL  BOOK  COw  Box 


HOWTO  BAKE  LOVE 

/NSW  BOOK) Tells  how  to  Get 
Acquainted;  How  to  Begin  Courtship 
Huw  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl:  to  Woo  a 
Widow;  to  win  an  Heiress:  how  to  catch 
a  Rich  B?ctae!ort  bow  to  manage  your 
beau  totnakehimpropose-.how  to  make 
your  fallow  or  girl  love  you- what  to  do 
before  and  after  the  wedding.  Tells 
other  things  necessary  for  Lovers  t« 
know,  Bamela  copy  by  mall  10  eents* 
&9.  N( 


lorwilk,C«B» 


Tobacco  Blindness 

Although  tobacco  docs  not  scorn  to  do  nnv 
harm  to  some,  many  are  Injured  by  smok¬ 
ing  or  chewing.  One  serious  form  is  aniau- 
iosla,  a  nervous  blindness.  Heart  failure, 
cancer,  nervous  breakdown,  etc.,  are  at¬ 
tributed  to  tobacco.  A  book  telling  how  to 
overcome  the  addiction  of  smoking,  chewing 
or  sii ufT  using,  easily  and  oulckly.  will  be 
mailed  free  bv  the  author,  FSdwiird  J.  Woods, 
TK  10.1.  Stutlon  fc\  New  York,  N.  Y. 


A  demonstra¬ 
tion  in  the  effi¬ 
cacy  of  bullet¬ 
proof  glass  for 
cashiers'  cages  as 
a  means  of 
thwarting  hold¬ 
up  men  was  held 
in  the  shooting 
gallery  of  Police 
H  e  a  d  q  uarters, 
New  York,  the 
other  day  under 
the  supervision 
of  Deputy  Com¬ 
missioner  Fau- 
rot.  The  demon¬ 
stration,  which 
was  attended  by 
r  epr  esentatives 
o  f  twenty-four 
banks,  was  a 
great  success. 

Experts  of  the 
Police  Depart¬ 
ment,  standing 
three  feet  from 
the  new  glass, 
fired  ten  shots 
from  a  38-calibre 
automatic  pistol 
at  it  without  one 
bullet  going 
through  the  pane. 
Later  a  full  clip 
from  a  45-calibre 
automatic  failed 
to  penetrate  the 
glass.  All  the 
leaden  bullets 
were  flattened, 
while  the  steel 
shells  e  i  tyh-fr-^ 
u’^riT'tfnTjedded  in 
the  pane  or  fell 
to  the  floor.  The 
glass  was  dented 
and  cracked  into 
fine  hair  lines, 
but  did  not  fly. 

The  glass  is 
being  put  on  the 
market  by  thr 
Bankers’  Protec* 
t  i  v  e  Appliance 
Corporation.  1 1 
consists  of  twe 
pieces  of  plate 
glass  between 
which  is  placed  a 
sheet  of  pyralin. 
The  glass  Is  then 
welded  together 
under  high  tem¬ 
perature  and  tre¬ 
mendous  pres¬ 
sure.  It  Is  being 
used  also  for 
automobllo  wind 
shields. 


BAN  ON  REFILLING  CIGAR 
BOXES, 

More  than  140,000,000  cigar  boxes 
are  destroyed  in  the  United  States 
every  year.  These  cedar  cigar  con¬ 
tainers  now  cost  from  twenty-seven  to 
thirtv  cents  apiece.  If  all  cigars 
were  packed  fifty  to  the  box  (and 
they’re  not)  the  cigar  manufacturers 
of  this  country  alone  would  be  spend¬ 
ing  $35,000,000  a  year  for  receptacles , 

hut  as  nearly  one-half  01  cigar  P 
duction  goes  into  fortieths,  or  m  boxes 
of  twenty-five,  the  cigar  manufac¬ 
turers  are  spending  a  great  deal  more 
than  $35,000,000;  a  conservative  es 
timateis  ’$55’000,000.  jears 

ago  cedar  cigar  boxes  cost  fiom  ten 
to  eleven  and  a  half  cents. 

Eray  cigar  box  which  has  con- 
tained  cigars  is  immediately  smashed 
after  being  emptied  by  the  retailei  to 
’oniply  with  the  rules  and  regulations 
Df  the  Department  of  Internal  Rev¬ 
enue  of  the  United  States.  Mean¬ 
time,  millions  upon  millions  of  cigars 

are  lying  l°ose  011  the  shelves  01  man' 

ofacturers  of  them  because  of  an 
acute  scarcity  of  cigar  boxes. 

If  only  half  of  the  total  amount  of 
dear  boxes  could  he  used  ove^  again, 
iot  indefinitely,  but  only  for  tne  sec- 
>nd  packing,  the  innovation  wouid  en¬ 
tirely  correct  the  shortage  m  cigar 
ooxes  anrl  thus  an  actual  saving  of 
117,000,000  per  annum  would  ~ccru~ 
•o  the  cigar  manufacturers,  who  could 
reduce  the  price  of  their  cigars  some- 

*  Many  more  than  one-half  of  the 
>igar  boxes  .  are  in  perfect  condition 
ind  could  be  reclaimed  not  only  for 
me  refilling  but  for  several.  It  is  not 
io  much  the  great  monetary  saving, 
though;  it  is  the  desire  to  get  a  sui- 
^-•^Tcrc^.t  mmihp.r  nf  boxes  so  that  cigai 
iist.ribution  may  not  be  longer  ar- 
'ected  because  of  the  box  shortage. 

The  object  of  the  Government  m  re¬ 
miring  that  140,000,000  cigar  boxes 
>e  junked  every  year  is  not  one  of 
vanton  waste.  In  prescribing  that 
-igars  shall  be  packed  in  boxes  never 
^yjyjQ.  f>een  used  before  foi  tbat  pur- 
josed  the  O q  vehnment’s  object  is  to 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


_ latest  issues - 

1137  Tom  Throttle,  the  Boy  Engineer  of  the  Midnight  Express;  or, 
Railroading  in  Central  America 

SS  Ned  NoarTh,D?heEYo;ung  ArcV^plorer ;  or,  The  Phantom  Valley 
fig  or,1  W&  TK ?  SSt  scout  Trail? 

?ssf,  WpSuS  •* ^  b,,,iow- 

1144  Dashing  Hal,  the  Hero  of  the  f  Rocky  oulcv. 

rebels  of  K.nxaa 

,147  ja&'TeVer.  the  Young  Engineer  of  “Old  Forty”!  or.  On  Time 

111  . 
1101  sharpshooter  Sam,  the  Yankee  Boy  Sain;  or.  Winning  His 
1152^omTra!ma£  Boy  Fireman  of  the  Fast  Express;  or.  Always 

E&W  «  «war  With 

1155  The  ^Senator’s  Boy;  or,  The  Early  Struggles  of  a  Great  States- 
man. 

T-rvr  sale  by  *11  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sen*  to  any  address  on 
receipt *0  f  price,  7  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 
HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub-.  166  West  23d  St..  New  York. 

OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

vn  1IOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITV.  A  doscrip- 

rtnri  nf  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to- 
tl0°  °f  fUn  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 

Hv  George  Trebel,  A.M.,  M.D.  Containing  oven  fifty  illustrations. 
No  47  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.-A 
enmniotP  treatise  on  the’  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 

diseases  pecuhar  to^ *  ^UILD  ^ND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy  book 
for  hn?s  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes  and  the 
nonulJr  mannir  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 

P49*  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  conducting  debates, 
outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best  sources 
nroeurinc  information  on  the  question  given, 
vf  so  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  valuable 
book,’  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and  pre- 

“aV^orS^TiSoKB  WITH  CARDS.— Containing  ex 
manatins  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable  to 
tricks-  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
2fJitht-o£-hand ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
S.7i.>Uv  nreuared  cards.  Illustrated. 

SPxC«aK2  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— Giving  the  rules  and  full  direc- 
fUno  for  Dlaving  Euchre,  Cribbage,  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Bounce. 
Pedro  slncSl!,  Draw  Poker.  Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours,  and  many 

0tNo  I53P"  HOW^O  °WKITE  LETTERS— A  wonderful  little  book, 
tolling  vou  bow  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  mother. 
ListerT  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and  anybody  you 
wish  to  write  to. 


Minimize  the  temptation  to  reuse  tne 
nternal  revenue  stamp.  1 

In  other  words,  the  Government,  at- 1 
;er  exacting  a  tribute  of  $50,000,000  j 
i  year  from  the  tobacco  trade,  in  the  | 
form  of  internal  revenue  taxation, 
■ompels  the  cigar  manufacturers  to 
jump  more  than  $35,000,000  of  their 
personal  property  into  the  junk  pile, 
for  the  sole  purpose  of  making  it 
jasicr  for  the  Government  to  collect 
Its  $50,000,000  in  taxes. 

But  the  solution  of  the  box  supply 
juestion  nw(v  be  not  far  off.  Recent 
perfected  ’  mechanical  devices  will 
Doubtless  makf  it  possible  for  every 
cigar  manufacturer  to  be  his  own 
boxmaker. 


LSU  v  — 

l  or  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 
receipt  ol  price,  10c.  per  copy,  or  3  for  23c.,  in  money  or  po*tajce 
stamps,  by 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Pub.,  168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


SCENARIOS  wrTte°them 

By  JAMES  P.  COGAN  Trice  35  Cent*  Per  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  in  the  method 
of  construction  and  submission  of  scenario*.  Sixty  Lessons, 
covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writing,  from  the  most  ele¬ 
mental  to  the  most  udvaneed  principles.  This  treatise  covers 
everything  a  person  must  know  in  order  to  make  money  s«  a 
successful  scenario  writer.  For  sale  by  all  News-dealer.*  and 
Book-Stores.  If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  price, 
35  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mail  you  one. 
postage  free.  Address 

L.  8KNARENS,  210  Seventh  Ave>.,  New  York.  N.  Y. 
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